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^N sending fortb this volnme, which, with 

r, compriseB also new, 

and it is hoped improTed, editiona of 

romancea already knotm to the Eagliali 

reader, iC ha9 heeii thought desinble to prefix the 

follawing esplanatoiy remarks bj the Author, ex- 

') traded from the Poatacript to the last edition of 

his Selected Works.' 



accuBtomed 

itly weighl 

leeda to be weighed and con* 

And — God be pnised ! — this boa been the manner of him vho 
now sddresaeB the reading world, for many years. It is, indeed, 
not exactly ■ parting salatatioii to the reading world that be 
herab^r contemplatea. lliere are still many arrows in his qaiver, 
mue ready forged, some in process of forging, some only thought 
of, but all without poison, which be purposes to send forth when 
the At time shall come, or, perhaps, Ms surviTOrs may do tbia 
when his own last hour ahsU have passed, nod oil time for him 
hsTB Taniahed. However this may be, the present task assumes 
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U PREFACE. 

the character of a bequest, in relation to that which he has already 
sent into the world, — and bequests are matters of a sufficiently 
serious nature,. 

These fictions belonged, at one time, to my very self — yea, 
as I may well say, they were myself — and now I resign them 
once more to the world, and, after this last review, for ever. I 
have made scarcely any alteration in them, for, even as they are, 
they have gained the approbation of the reading world; and, 
therefore, I repelled that critical fiiry which sometimes assailed 
me in my labours, remembering how thereby many a gifted master 
has injured rather than improved his compositions, while the 
reader searches with painful anxiety after the earlier features of 
the much-loved work, and, alas, too often in vain ! What I 
deemed indispensably to need reforming were chiefly errors arising 
from former ignorance either in respect of the old northern man- 
ners or names, or similar matters, of which one previously unversed 
in such studies could scarcely be aware. So that now I venture, 
with full confidence, to say to the reader, ** Receive, renewed, 
what has delighted you ; — what has already been dear to you for 
many years." Conscious, however, of the obligation to render 
some account of the origin and foundation of these various works, 
I offer to the reading world, and especially to fellow-artists, the 
following conmiunications : — 

UNDINE. 

How this darling gift of my muse first arose (1807)» from the 
mystical laboratory of the aged, whimsical Theophrastus Paracelsus 
[Treatise of Elemental Spirits], has already been alluded to :^ here, 
)iowever, the particulars shall be given more at length. It was not 
so easy, out of the deeply mysterious natural philosopher, some- 
times seized with ostentation, and even charlatanery, as also con- 
tentious pride, but at the same time penetrated and enlightened by 
ever valid presentiments, and rich in an undeniably genuine expe- 
rience, in any degree to make any thing, as the saying is. All the 
less easy was it, inasmuch as his oracles are delivered in a mixture 
of kitchen, or at best monkish, Latin and indolent provincial dia- 
lect, similar to the present Tyrolese, so that the like in literature 
can scarcely any where else be found. Very few treatises, and not 

» The reference is to the author's autobiography, which appeared the 
preyious year. 
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exactly the mofit interestingi are composed throughout in Latin ; 
and yet, perhaps, there is no one quite free from the occurrence^ 
as it were by accident, of German phrases. It resembles the com- 
iiiimicati(m of an adventurer, far-travelled in foreign lands, who 
yet could never quite forget his mother-tongue, and now throws aU 
together in confused variety, as it may chance to fall. Something 
of this sort, I have been told of a French sailor, and numberless 
times has the old Theophrastus Paracelsus Bombastus ab Hohen- 
heim (for thus stands his fitll title) reminded me of it. I, notwith- 
standing) ceased not to study an old edition of my speech-monger, 
which fell to me at au auction ; — and that carefully. Even his re- 
ceipts I read through in their order, just as they had been showered 
into the text, still continuing in the firm expectation, that from 
every line scBnething wonderfully magical might float up to me and 
strike the understanding. Single sparks, here and there darting 
up, confirmed my hopes, and drew me still deeper into the mines 
beneath. Somewhat thereto might have been contributed by the 
symbolic figures, very skilfully impressed upon the leathern covers 
of the ten or twelve quarto volumes, as also by the, to me unin- 
telligible, gold letters here and there dispersed among them, and 
the wood-cut (inserted as a title-page) of the wonderful master, 
representing him in an antiquated jacket; his features strongly 
marked, almost inclined to wrath, yet bearing a true-hearted mild- 
ness ; his head already grey and bald, but with one lock, almost 
Apollonian, over the forehead; both his nerved hands folded to-, 
gether and resting on a knight's two-handed sword. ■. -. '" 

*• Now, ancient master, thanks to thee, 
A valiant course thou leddest me," — 

for, as a pearl of soft radiance, that may be compared to a mild 
tear of melancholy, there at last sparkled ^wards me, from out 
its rough-edged shell-work — ** Undine !" ' 

My reflection of the image succeeded all the better, and more 
naturally, as the hoary magician treated with the most unshaken 
conviction, one is almost induced to say faith, of the indisputable 
reality of his elemental spirits ; not only of the undines or un- 
dene8,.as he expresses it, but also of sylphs, or spirits of the air; 
salamanders, or spirits of the fire ; gnomes, or spirits of the earth. 
Founded upon such ideas, the author, at a later period, called some 
other tales into light, and, as he may well say, not without suc- 
cess. But the words of Ms old master, A«.'W. ^<^<&^<^> %<^^^\:i 
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IV PBEFACE, 

for a very different occasion, will yet here apply : ** Undine re« 
mains the first loye, and this is felt only once V* 

In those times of gloomy events for the poet*s fatherland, 
wherein it sprang from out his spirit, not nntinged, as it well 
might be, with many of his own peculiar sufferings, it assumed a 
hue of deep melancholy, which yet its subject might haye also 
called forth amid the sunshine of brighter days. The eyes of a 
water-maiden must, according to her nature, beam bright with 
tears, although sometimes the wanton sports of aquatic nymphs^ 
like luxuriant loop-plants on the banks of a riyulet, may juggle 
around the loyely child. Thus might the bleeding heart of the 
poet, with the pelican's faculty, haye poured somewhat into his 
fiction, and so gained for it that abundant sympathy which it so 
heartily met with, both in and out of the German land. 

And now, my darling child, go forth on thy renewed ap- 
pearance, accompanied by the gracious salutation of our exalted 
master Goethe, on sending thee back to a noble lady, after having 
replaced the worn-out binding of a library-copy by a new one : — 

" Here one may see how men are fabricated 
Of passion only— conscience have they none ; 
How ill have they the beauteous child entreated— 
Its dress almost from off its body gone I 
In later time, howe'er, this luck befell me — 
The pious youth will envy me, I trow ; 
You gave me, friend, the opportunity 
To clothe the lovely prize from top to toe.*' 

[The author then goes on to mention the various languages into 
which ** Undine'' had been translated — French, Italian, English,* 
Russian, Polish.] 

1 ** Let me not part with England (the author adds) without quoting 
the following judgment of Sir Walter Scott, the greatest master of the ro- 
mantic, properly so called, which Britain has ever produced : — * Fouqu^*s 
Undine or Naiade,' he says, after a hasty glance at the author's other 
romances, ' is ravishing. The suffering of the heroine is a real one, though 
it be the suffering of a fantastic being.* *' 

To this Coleridge's judgment may be added : — ** ' Undine * is a most 
exquisite work. The character of the heroine, before she receives a soul, 
is marvellously beautiful.**— Tad/e-Ta^A:, p. 83. To which is sutjoined, in 
a note by the Editor: — *'Mr. C.*s admiration of this romance was un- 
bounded. He said there was something here even beyond Scott — that his 
characters and conceptions were composed; by which I understood him to 
mean, that Baillie Nicol Jarvie, for instance, was made up of old parti- 
eulars, and received its individuality from the author*8 power of fluion ; 
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THE MAGIC RINO.^ 



It happened to the poet one evenmg, while in familiar conyerse 
Vith his beloyed and now deceased spouse , Caroline Baroness de la 
Motte Fouqu^f that he informed her, with respect to an ancient 
French novel on which she was then engaged, many particulars as 
to the customs of that chivalric period. For although his lady was 
greatly more familiar and conversant with the modem French than 
himself, yet, on the other hand, he was much more at home with 
those days of departed heroes and their language ; partly on ac- 
count of his ancestry, partly also through his studies, and, above 
all, by the general tendency of his inward life. 

The conversation was attended with much fervency ; at last she 
said, ** How unaccountable that thou never yet hast attempted a 
fiction on those times wherein thy French ancestors fought and 
vanquished r' 

The thought kindled, and soon there gradually rose before the 
author the lights of the '< Magic Ring/' He determined to con- 
struct a romance of ancient French chivalry ; and a glance into his 
own recesses sufficed to shew him the necessity of an original Ger- 
man hero, as the radical stem for the French knightiiood, as also 
for the related European, and even the Arabian, therewith united. 
Thus arose in its primitive features the variegated texture which 
has here again unfolded itself. There might further, amid the nu- 
merous sympathies of which this work can boast, have been many 
a minuter feature welcome, as it occurred to the poet, and deter- 
mined him during its composition. Next to the propitious ap- 
pearance of Bertha (in die reality), and GabrieUe, there hovered 
before the eyes of the bard the image of a female friend, then 
long since beatified as Blanchefleur. At all events, this form at a 
later period arose upon his consciousness in immeasurably brighter 
splendour. He is certainly not the first poet to whom the like 

being in the result an admirable product, as Corinthian brass was said to 
be the conflux of the spoils of a city. But ' Undine,* he said, was one and 
single in projection; and had presented to his imagination— -what Scott 
had never done— an absolutely new idea.** 

1 It has been thought well to include these remarks on the " Magie 
Ring,** both because of its connexion with " Sintram,** and because it is 
probably known (through the English translation above alluded to) to 
many of the readers of this volume. 
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has happened, nor, in this respect, will he he the last. Quite other- 
wise did the poet forehode hy an impending exploit of arms, when 
describing the victory of the Swedes over the Finns, where Otho 
of Trautwangen, rushing on the enemy's infantry, shouts exult- 
ingly to his squadron of horsemen, ** Strike ye, my Swedes ! strike 
ye !" As he wrote these words, and whenever he afterwards read 
them, he was seized by a deeply powerful, and, as one might say, 
melancholy inspiration. In the battle of Liitzen, where at the 
head of his Jagers he rushed on a French battalion, he felt the 
fulfilment of it ; and thinking on Otho of Trautwangen, mingled 
in the huzza- cry of his squadron his own jubilant call, '* Strike, 
my Jagers ! strike !'' And manifold tones besides, from out the 
magic ring sounding and re-echoing in the souls of my brethren 
in arms, accompanied me joyfully all through the great and event- 
fvl year of ** thirteen ;** at the same time, often meeting me from 
cities and castles, through which and to which the marches of the 
army or crusades, as in more senses than one they might be called, 
conducted us. 

A gallant young prince, — I had just been sent out upon com- 
mand, and still bore the trace of a slight wound between the eye- 
brows, — once asked, when riding in front of the Jager squadron, a 
volunteer, known to him through my acquaintance, ** Where is 
H^erdegen of Lichtenried ?" 

" Whom does your royal highness mean ?'* 

** I mean him with the scar upon his brow — Fouqu^.*' 
. So now, again, unlock thyself once more, my dear " Magic 
Ring," and that just as thou wert first unlocked ; only now be 
decked with more adornment than at that time, which indeed has 
not despoiled thee of thy propriety, since already for twenty years 
thy second edition has brought it to thee, and thereto thy name 
(of ** ring," I mean) well belongs. 

From numerous quarters it was ardently desired ; and many a 
real ring for noble hands has since then been fashioned after it. 
Some have gone so far as to desire of me a fourth part to the three 
which already have existence. My answer has been, that as for the 
ring there remained no additions ; let it as a ring be recognised and 
for such be taken. What, in other respects, may have contributed 
to impart to the book a peculiar vigour is, the author's familiarity 
with its mat&ielf — as weapons, horses, castles, and other like 
characteristics of the period ; vivified still more through his owo^ 
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warlike and knightly experience. A sure foundation for his intui« 
tions into the world of knighthood had heen already laid even in 
boyhood^ and especially hy the fictions of Veit Weher (Leonhard 
Wachter), under the title of ** Tales of former Ages.'' In these 
pictures all is undoubtedly true, whatever is brought before us of 
the manners and customs of our forefathers, whether as td battles, 
festivities, or aught else of the manifold relationships of life. In 
the year 1815 it was permitted to the poet of the ** Magic Ring" 
personally to express his thanks to the author of *' Tales of former 
Ages." Wherever, in this respect, a similar rich spring had opened 
itself, the bard was ever at hand with fresh gladness to draw from 
it; more by contemplating ancient buildings, armour, and pic* 
tures, than from books, which during his youthful years were, for 
the most part, sufficiently superficial in this kind of information. 
His somewhat later investigations, namely, those of the armoury at 
Dresden, he yet well knew all the more powerfully how to apply and 
elaborate. In many ways also, since a perhaps very intentional hos- 
tility was raised against him and his fictions, has the exactness of his 
armorial descriptions been a subject of censure, as also his predilect 
tion for noble horses ; indeed, many a report concerning these has, 
at once, been consigned to the region of the fabulous. There is, 
however, no knight without weapons ; and they in a manner form 
together a unity, so that an Orlando vrho should divest himself of 
these, would, of all things, only degenerate into an Orlando Furioso. 
And as concerning the wonderful properties of horses, many such 
mig^t be related of indisputable reality, besides those in the 
U Magic Ring," as the author could abundantiy prove, as well 
from his own experience, as from incontestable tradition ; not to 
mention the well-authenticated noble qualities, mentioned by tra- 
vellers, of the Arabian and Persian horses. Besides, to skilful 
horsemen those pictures in th6 '* Magic Ring" have never given 
scandal ; but only to those who, conscious of their own weakness 
and timidity, approach their horses, when necessary, only vrith 
trembling, scolding, and murmuring. 

With respect, now, to the more important criticisms on the 
" Mag^c Ring," I willingly allude to one which has never appeared 
in print, but which was communicated to me by a worthy hand, 
witibout the name of its author. I at first took it for the work of 
an evangelical ecclesiastic, but afterwards perceived this was not 
tiie case, It is clear, however, that it proceeded from the pen of 
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an earnest religious person. The author has erred in his view/ 
that the poet was self-conscious of L&ying as its foundation a 
designed allegory. Ingeniously, however, and from his standing- 
point, as if inspired, has the critic interpreted the imagery ; and 
the poet cheerfully acknowledges, that such also might in part li9 
witiiin his yision, although till then in no wise, even to himself^ 
had it arisen through tiie medium of the understanding. Similar 
phenomena often present themselyes in poetic works, on account 
of the mysterious richness of the gift, whereby the gifted one has 
much more imparted than he can erolve with his own intellectual 
power, if not excited thereto by some bright hint frt)m another 
quarter. 

After this serious relation, shall another naive judgment be 
mentioned ? It may be, if only for the sake of contrast. Not long 
since, a friend brought me a library-copy of the ** Magic Ring," 
with which he had accidentally become acquainted, on tiie cover 
of which were written these words, ** By a boy or a girl ? It 
looks very like it It is, however, very bad that Arinbiom gets 
nothing !" 

I readily confess, that scarcely ever has unlimited applause, 
afforded me such hearty joy as this censure, proceeding from 
inmost sympathy with my dear sea-king. The more so, as even 
iaj own mind, on arriving at the final chord, felt almost melan- 
choly, as I saw in spirit the hero of the sea floating on so lone- 
somely to friture scenes of war. 

In regard to translations into foreign languages of the '' Magic 
Ring," I have heard of a French one, which I have never seen, 
but which has probably had an essential share in the far-spread 
celebrity of the fiction. The French language, now as ever, still 
holds its established office of interpreter amongst the European 
tongues. Whether, however, this " Anneau Magique" has effici- 
ently rendered the spirit and essence of the German work, may, 
in the mean time, especially from the then condition of modem 
French literature, be well doubted. What especially befell the 
ballads which lie scattered through the work, I know not ! On 
the contrary, a brave Englishman has successfally solved the pro- 
blem in a translation, to which is prefixed a friendly notice of the 
author, who once met his translator at a noble, hospitable mansion, 
not anticipating at that time a future nigher relationship. As re- 
gards the ballads, the English author, not deeming himself qualified 
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to render them metrically into his own language, has heen content 
to present the first lines in a corresponding measure, and the re* 
mainder briefly and well in an unconfined prose version. Truly 
and with perfect reason is it here said ** briefly and well/' for 
the sense is most ably apprehended ; and thus, in every case, a four 
more accurate picture is brought to the mind of reader and hearer 
tiian if an abortive, because constrained, imitation had entered the 
lists, or even a so-called free translation. The prose is every 
where penetrated with the spirit of the original writing. It is 
reported that there are also versions of the *' Magic Ring," at 
least of parts, in the Sclavonic languages. Respecting these, how- 
ever, die poet, alas ! through his entire ignorance of those tongues, 
is unable to give any ftirther information ; as little also concerning 
an Arabic translation of the episode of the ** Emir Nureddin,*' 
resolved upon many years ago at Berlin by a then youthful Orien- 
talist, now of high celebrity, in order to gratify an Ottoman grandee 
at Tunis. May this imagery please anew those readers to whom 
already it has long been dear, both lovely women and noble men ; 
— and first of all in our beloved German feitherland I 

SINTRAM AND HIS COMPANIONS. 

If the foregoing remarks on the ** Magic Ring'' contained a 
justly serious censure against those who presume that one may at 
I^easure, and at whatever request, add to the three parts of a work 
of fiction already complete in itself, yet a fourth, — (and why not, 
with equal reason, a fifth, sixth, and so forth ? for if the present 
generation become extinct to us, possibly their children and child- 
ren's children may still live on), such disapproval could neverthe- 
rless in no way affect the after- vibrations which assuredly will per- 
vade and reverberate in every truly poetic soul on accomplishing 
to extensive poetic work. As the plastic or picturesque artist ever 
Ibels impelled to add still a grace, an ornament, an inscription, or 
the like, to his already finished performance, in order not quite to 
part from his beloved work, so happens it likewise with the poet. 
Work and worker are so identified, have so, as it were, become 
one «e{f, that they cannot easily part from one another again. 
Nevertheless, it is with full reason that we shun the use of the 
over-valued file, which has undoubtedly rubbed off and smoothed 
away much of the beauty and vigour of many a noble image. 
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What else, then, remains to us, but, with illustrations of toneS 
9nd imagery, to temper the parting, and to hover with adornment 
around the shape that we haye called forth? In this spirit, I 
ween, our Schiller composed his echoes from '* The Robbers,'' as 
also, by so many victor-steps still more exalted, " Thekla's Voice 
of Spirits," as sequel to his ** Wallenstein/' The like is also met 
with in other poets ; and from a similar point of view the fiction 
now under notice may be regarded. 

Folko of Montfauf on was and is peculiarly endeared to my 
heart as a true type of that old French chivalric glory which now 
only emerges in individual appearances ; for instance, beautifollyy 
in the Yend6an wars, which, though failing in victory, were rich 
in honours. With these feelings, the poet could not forbear from 
arraying him in the colours of his own escutcheon, and assign- 
ing to him the emblems of the same, and even in some measure 
denoting him by his own ancestral name ; for Foulqu6 we were 
called in old times, which was probably derived, according to our 
Norman descent, from the Northlandish name Folko, or Fulko ; 
and a castle ^\ Montfau90n'' was among our ancient possessions. 
But here that only properly concerns the noble pair, Folko and 
(xabrielle, as interwoven in the tale of ** Sintram.'' The tale 
itself is the offspring of my own fantasy, immediately suggested by 
Albrecht Durer's admirable woodcut of '* The Knight, Death, and 
Satan,'' the birthday-gift of a former friend, with the happy pro-* 
posal that I should frame from it a romance or a ballad. It be- 
came more than this ; and the present tale shews it to be so, being 
supported by divers traditions, in part derived to me orally, of the 
Germanic northern customs in war and festivity, and in many other 
relationships beside. The legend indicated at the conclusion of 
the information respecting Sintram, of the terrific stories of th(i 
north, transformed into southern splendour and mirthful dreams* 
would really then have been executed, and arose still more clearly 
from the fantastic tones of a congenial harpsichord-player, who 
accidentally met the poet. Partly, however, other avocations, partly 
interruptions from without, have hitherto driven the project into 
the background. But it still lives within me ; and now again, 
from the powerful and yet childlike harmonies of the Northman 
Ole Bull, seems to stir more vigorously and brightly than before. 
Who knows what yet may happen ? Meanwhile here gushes from^ 
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ine a song of Mlatation to one who, honoured by me as master, is 
not less dear to me as a man : — 

Profoundly dreamt a youth on Northland waste ; 
But no — ^it is not waste where fairy rings 
Reflect the past as well as future things. 
Where love and woe in boding tones are drest. 

They greeted him, they kissed him, and retreated ; 
They left for him an instrument of sound. 
Whose forceful strings with highest deeds could bound, 
And yet with childish frolics be entreated. 

He wakes — the gift he seizes, comprehending 
Its sweet mysterious pleasure how to prove, 
And pours it forth in pure harmonious blending. 

O mayst thou, ever victor, joyfiil move. 

Thou Northland sailor, on life's voyage wending. 

Conscious of God within thee and above. 



It may not be miinteresting to append in this place an extract 
trom. die introduction to ** Guy Mannering/' as it appeared in the 
collected edition of the works of the author of ** Waverley/' in 
1880 : 

" The noyel or romance of Waverley made its way to the pub« 
lie slowly, of course, at first, but afterwards with such accumulat-. 
ii^ popularity as so encourage the author to a second attempt. 
Be looked about for a name and a subject ; and the manner in 
which the novels were composed cannot be better illustrated than 
by reciting the simple narrative on which ' Guy Mannering' wad 
originally founded ; but to which, in the progress of the work, the 
production ceased to bear any, even the most distant resemblance. 
.... A grave and elderly person, according to old John MacKin<« 
lay's account, while travelling in the wilder parts of Galloway, was 
boiighted. With difficulty he found his way to a country-seat, 
where, widi the hospitality of the time and country, he was readily 
admitted. The owner of the house, a gentleman of good fortune^ 
was much struck by the reverend appearance of his guest, and 
apologised to him for a certain degree of confusion which must 
unavoidably attend his reception, and could not escape his eye. 
The lady of the house was, he said, confined to her apartment, 
and on the point of making her husband a father for the first 
time, though they had been ten years married. At such an emer-^ 
gency, the laird said he feared his guest might meet with some 
apparent neglect. 

« * Not so, sir,' said the stranger; * my wants are few, and 



easily supplied ; and I tnut the present circomstances may evea 
dfford an opportunity of shewing my gratitude for your hospitality. 
Let me only request that I may be informed of the exact minute 
of the birth ; and I hope to be able to put you in possession of 
some particulars, which may influence, m an important manner, 
the future prospects of the diild now about to come into this busy 
and changeful world. I will not conceal from you that I am skil- 
ful in understanding and interpreting the movements of those 
planetary bodies which exert their influences on the destiny of 
mortals. It is a science which I do not practise, like others who 
call themselyes astrologers, for hire or reward ; for I have a com- 
petent estate, and only use the knowledge I possess for the benefit 
of those in whom I feel an interest.' The laird bowed in respect 
and gratitude ; and the stranger was accommodated with an apart- 
ment which commanded an ample view of the astral regions. 

** The guest spent a part of the night in ascertaining the posi- 
tion of the heavenly bodies, and calcvdating their probable influ- 
ence ; until at lengtii the result of his observations mduced him to 
send for the father, and conjure him, in the most solemn manner, 
to cause the assistants to retard the birth, if practicable, were it 
but for five minutes. The answer declared this to be impossible ; 
and almost at the instant the message was returned, the fisither and 
his guest were made acquainted with tbe birth of a boy. 

** The astrologer on the morrow met the party who gathered 
around the break&st-table, with looks so grave and ominous, as to 
alarm the fears of the father, who had hitherto exulted in the pro- 
spects held out by the birth of an heir to his ancient property, 
failing which event, it must have passed to a distant branch of ^e 
family. He hastened to draw the stranger into a private room. 

** * I fear from your looks,' said the father, * tiiat you have bad 
tidings to tell me of my young stranger ; perhaps God will resume 
the blessing He has bestowed ere he attains the age of manhood ; or 
perhaps he is destined to be unworthy of the a£fection which we 
are naturally disposed to devote to our offspring.' 

*** Neidier the one nor the other,' answered the stranger; 
' unless my judgment greatly err, the infant wiU survive the years 
of minority, and in temper and disposition will prove all that his 
parents can wish. But with much in his horoscope which pro- 
mises many blessings, there is one evil influence strongly predomi- 
nant, which threatens to subject him to an unhallowed and unhappy 
temptation about the time when he shall attain the age of twenty- 
one, which period the constellations intimate will be the crisis of 
his fiite. In what shape, or with what peculiar urgency, this temp- 
tation may beset him, my art cannot discover.' 

** * Your knowledge, then, can afford us no defence,' said the 
anxious father, * against the threatened evil !' 

** * Pardon me,' answered the stranger, * it can. The influence 
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of the constellations is powerfdl ; but He who made the hearens 
is more powerfol than all, if His aid be inyoked in sincerity and 
tmth. You ought to dedicate this boy to the immediate service of 
his Maker, with as much sincerity as Samuel was devoted to the 
worship in the temple by his parents. You must regard him as 
a being separated from the rest of the world. In childhood, in 
boyhood, you must surround him with the pious and virtuous, and 
protect him, to the utmost of your power, from the sight or hear- 
ing of any crime, in word or action. He must be educated in 
retigious and moral principles of die strictest description. Let 
him not enter the world, lest he learn to partake of its follies, or 
perhaps of its vices. In short, preserve him as far as possible 
firom all sin, save that of which too great a portion belongs to all 
the fallen race of Adam. With the approach of his twenty-first 
birthday comes the crisis of his fate. If he survive it, he will be 
happy and prosperous on eartii, and a chosen vessel among those 
elected for heaven. But if it be otherwise' — the astrologer stopped, 
and sighed deeply. 

" * Sir,' replied the parent, still more alarmed than before, 
' your words are so kind, your advice so serious, that I will pay 
the deepest attention to your behests. But can you not aid me 
farther in this most important concern ? Believe me, I will not 
be ungrateful.' 

'' * I require and deserve no gratitude for doing a good action,' 
said the stranger, * in especial for contributing all that lies in my 
power to save from an abhorred fate the harmless infant to whom, 
under a singular conjunction of planets, last night gave life. There 
is my address ; you may write to me from time to time concerning 
the progress of the boy in religious knowledge. If he be bred up 
as I advise, I think it will be best that he come to my house at the 
time when the fatal and decisive period approaches, that is, before 
he has attained his twenty-first year complete. If you send him such 
as I desire, I humbly trust that God will protect His own, through 
whatever strong temptation his fate may subject him to.' He then 
gave his host his address, which was a country-seat near a post-town 
in the south of England, and bid him an affectionate farewelL 

** The mysterious stranger departed ; but his words remained 
impressed upon the mind of the anxious parent. He lost his lady 
wlule his boy was still in infancy. This calamity, I think, had 
been predicted by the astrologer ; and thus his confidence, which, 
like most people of the period, he had freely given to the science, 
was riveted and confirmed. The utmost care, therefore, was taken 
to carry into effect the severe and almost ascetic plan of education 
which the sage had enjoined. A tutor of the strictest principles 
was employed to superintend the youth's education ; he was sur- 
rounded by domestics of the most established character, and closely 
watched and looked after by the anxious father himself. 
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** The years of infancy, childhood, and boyhood,' passed as' the 
&ther could have wished. A young Nazarene could not haye been, 
bred up with more rigour. All that was evil was withheld from 
his observation — he only heard what was pure in precept— he only 
witnessed what was worthy in practice. 

** But when the boy began to be lost in the youth, the attentive 
father saw cause for aLarm. Shades of sadness, which gradnaQy 
assumed a darker character, began to overcloud the young man's 
temper. Tears, which seemed involuntary, broken sleep, moon-* 
light wanderings, and a melancholy for which he could assign no 
reason, seemed to threaten at once his bodily health, and the sta- 
bility of his mind. The astrologer was consulted by letter, and 
returned foe answery tiist this fitftii staAfr of nmid was but the com- 
Mencement of his trial, and that the poor youth must undfaig o 
more and more desperate struggles with the evil that assailed him. 
There was no hope of remedy, save that he shewed steadiness of 
mind in the study of the Scriptures. * He suffers,' continued the 
letter of the sage, * from the awakening of those harpies, the pas- 
sions, which have slept with him, as with others, till the period of 
life which he has now attained. Better, far better, that they tor- 
ment him by ungrateful cravings than that he should have to 
repent having satiated them by criminal indulgence.' 

** The dispositions of the young man were so excellent, that he 
combated, by reason and religion, the fits of gloom which at times 
overcast his mind ; and it was not till he attained the commence-^ 
md^nt of his twenty-first year that they assumed a character which 
mtde his father tremble for the consequences. It seemed as if 
the gloomiest and most hideous of mental maladies was taking 
the form of religious despair. Still the youth was gentle, court- 
eous, affectionate, and submissive to his father's will, and resisted 
wit^ all his power the dark suggestions which were breathed 
into his mind, as it seemed, by some emanation of the Evil Prin- 
ciple, exhorting him, like the wicked wife of Job, to curse God 
and die. 

♦* The time at length arrived when he was to perform what was 
then thought along and somewhat perilous journey, to the mansion 
of the early friend who had calculated his nativity. His road lay 
through several places of interest, and he enjoyed the amusement 
of travelling, more than he himself thought would have been pos- 
sible. Thus he did not reach the place of his destination till noon, 
on the day preceding his birthday. It seemed as if he had been 
carried away with an unwonted tide of pleasurable sensation, so as 
to forget, in some degree, what his father had communicated con- 
cerning the purpose of his journey. He halted at length before a 
respectable but solitary old mansion, to which he was directed as 
the abode of his father's friend. 

** The servants who came to take his horse told him he had been 
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eirpected for two days. He was led into a study, where the stran-^ 
ger, now a venerable old man, who had been his father's guest, 
met him with a shade of displeasure, as well as gravity, on his 
brow. * Youi^ man,' he said, * wherefore so slow on a journey 
of such importance ?* — * I thought,' replied the guest, blushing 
and looking downward, 'that there was no harm in travelling 
slowly, and satisfying my curiosity, providing I could reach your 
residence by this day ; for such was my father's charge.* — * You 
were to blune,' replied the sage, 'in lingering, considering. that 
the avenger of blood was pressing on your footsteps. But you are 
come at last, and we will hope for the best, though the conflict in 
which you are to be engaged will be found more dreadful, the 
longer it is postponed. But first, accept of such refreshments as 
nature requires, to satisfy, but not to pamper, the appetite.' 

*' The old man led the way into a summer parlour, where a 
frugal meal was placed on the table. As they sat down to the 
board, they were joined by a young lady about eighteen years of 
age, and so lovely that the sight of her carried off the feelings of 
tiie young stranger from the peculiarity and mystery of his own lot, 
and riveted his attention to every thing she did or said. She spoke 
Uttle, and it was on the most serious subjects. She played on the 
harpsichord at her father's command^bnt it was hymns with which 
she accompanied the instrument. At length, on a sign from the 
sage, she left the room, turning on the young stranger, as she dei 
parted, a look of inexpressible anxiety and interest 

** The old man men conducted the youth to his study, and 
conversed with him upon the most important points of religion, to. 
satisfy hinMelf that he could render a reason for the faith that was 
in hini. During the examination, the youth, in spite of himself, 
fidt his mind occasionally wander, and his recoUections go in quest 
of the beautifal vision who had shared their meal at noon. On 
such occasions the astrologer looked grave, and shook his head 
at this relaxation of attention ; yet, on the whole, he was pleased 
with the youth's replies. 

** At sunset the young man was made to take the bath ; and, 
having done so, he was directed to attire himself in a robe, some- 
what like that worn by Armenians, having his long hair combed 
down on his shoulders, and his neck, hands, and feet bare. In this 
guise, he was conducted into a remote chamber totally devoid of 
furniture, excepting a lamp, a chair, and a table, on which lay a 
Bible. * Here,' said the astrologer, ' I must leave you alone, to 
pass the most critical period of your life. If you can, by recollec- 
tion of the great truths of which we have spoken, repel the attacks 
which will be made on your courage and your principles, you have 
nothing to apprehend. But the trial will be severe and arduous.' 
His features then assumed a pathetic solemnity, the tears stood in 
his eyes^ and his voice faltered with emotion as he said, ' Deai; 
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child, at whose coming into the world I foresaw this fatal trial, 
may God give thee grace to support it with firmness !' 

*' The young man was left alone ; and hardly did he find him- 
self so, when like a swarm of demons, the recollection of all his 
sins of omission and commission, rendered even more terrible by 
the scrupulousness with which he had been educated, rushed on 
his mind, and, like faries armed with fiery scourges, seemed de- 
termined to driye him to despair. As he combated these horrible 
recollections with distracted feelings, but with a resolved mind, he 
became aware that his arguments were answered by the sophistry 
of another, and that the dispute was no longer confined to his own 
thoughts. The author of evil was present in the room with him 
in bodily shape, and, potent with spirits of a melancholy cast, was 
impressing upon him the desperation of his state, and urging sui- 
cide as the readiest mode to put an end to his sinful career. Amid 
his errors, the pleasure he haid taken in prolonging his journey un- 
necessarily, and the attention which he had bestowed on the beauty 
of the fair female, when his thoughts ought to have been dedicated 
to the religious discourse of her father, were set before him in the 
darkest colours; and he was treated as one who, having sinned 
against light, was therefore deservedly left a prey to the prince of 
darkness. 

** As the fated and influential hour rolled on, (he terrors of the 
hateful presence grew more cosfounding to the mortal senses of 
the victim, and the knot of the accursed sophistry became more 
inextricable in appearance, at least to the prey whom its meshes 
surrounded. He had not power to explain the assurance of pardon 
which he continued to assert, or to name the victorious name in 
which he trusted. But his faith did not abandon him, though he 
lacked for a time the power of expressing it * Say what you will/ 
was his answer to the tempter ; ' I know there is as much betwixt 
the two boards of this book as can insure me forgiveness for my 
transgressions, and safety for my soul.' As he spoke, the clock, 
which announced the lapse of the fatal hour, was heard to strike. 
The speech and intellectual powers of the youth were instantly 
and fully restored ; he burst forth into prayer, and expressed, in 
the most glowing terms, his reliance on the truth, and on the 
author, of the gospel. The demon retired, yelling and discomfited ; 
and the old man, entering the apartment with tears, congratulated 
his guest on his victory in the fated struggle. 

** The young man was afterwards married to the beautifdl 
maiden, the first sight of whom had made such an impression on 
him, and they were consigned over, at the close of the story, to 
domestic happiness. So ended John MacKinlay's legend. 

** The author of Waverley had imagined a possibility of framing 
an interesting, and perhaps not an unedifying, tale, out of the in- 
ddents of the life of a doomed individual, whose efiforts at good 
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and virtnons conduct were to be for ever disappointed by the in- 
tervention, as it were, of some malevolent being, and who was at 
last to come off victorious from the fearful struggle. In short, 
something was meditated upon a plan resembling the imaginative 
tale of ' Sintram and his Companions,' by Mons. Le Baron de la 
Motte Fouqu^, although, if it then existed, the author had not 
seen it. 

*' The scheme projected maybe traced in the first three or four 
chapters of the work ; but farther consideration induced the author 
to lay his purpose aside. It appeared, on mature consideration, 
that astrology, though its influence was once received and admitted 
by Bacon himself, does not now retain influence over the general 
mind sufficient even to constitute the mainspring of a romance. 
Besides, it occurred, that to do justice to such a subject would 
have required not only more talent than the author could be con- 
scious of possessing, but also involved doctrines and discussions of 
a nature too serious for his purpose, and for the character of the 
narrative, In changing his plan, however, which was done in the 
course of printing, the early sheets retained the vestiges of the 
original tenour of the story, although they now hang upon it as an 
unnecessary and unnatural encumbrance.'' 

It will probably be admitted, even by the greatest admirers of 
Scott's genius, that it was well he did not attempt the prosecu- 
tion of his tale as at first projected. The truth is, the mind of 
this great writer was scarcely fitted for the successful handling of 
a subject which should bring before his readers in serious reality 
the mysteries of the invisible world. However much he may ap- 
pear at times to write under such a feeling, one is constantly dis- 
appointed in finding that it has been only assumed, as it would seem, 
for the sake of temporary effect : wherever a character or event is 
made for a time to wear a supernatural aspect, due care is taken to 
let the reader see, that the author neither believes any such thing 
himself, nor wishes him to do so, more than is needful to keep up his 
cariosity to the proper pitch until the evolution of the plot. He 
often lets us know, — and at times, one would think, gratuitously, — 
that tiie mystery which he is describing so beautifully, is, after all, 
but an apparent one, — some form of natural magic, some inge- 
nious trick, or some fantasy of a diseased imagination. The above 
instance furnishes no bad specimen of the way in which his taste 
would naturally lead him to construct a romance on the basis of 
an old legend. (See the astrological allusions in the first few chap- 
ters of '* Guy Mannering.") Enough would be taken to keep up 

c 
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that kind of awe and suspense we have alluded to as needful to 
an effective romance ; but the general impression is not very dis- 
similar to that left on the mind of the thoughtful reader after lay- 
ing down the " Mysteries of Udolpho," or the " Castle of Otran- 
to,'' and finding that all the mystery has vanished, with nothing 
left for us to admire but the stage-machinery which has been so 
ingeniously employed to mimic the supernatural, and excite our 
temporary awe. 

It will be evident how dissimilar (among various points, how- 
ever, of resemblance^) was the line pursued by De la Motte 
Fouqu4. He writes throughout as if he believed what he is re- 
lating ; and if the reader is to enter into the charm of the piece, 
and to derive full enjoyment from its perusal, he must throw him- 
self into the same posture of mind. In his romances the super- 
natural is carried through consistently to the end, and is there /^, 
in all its mystery ; and one need hardly remark how much of their 
solemnising and indescribably beautiful effect upon the mind is due 
to this characteristic of these tales.' 

Indeed, as far as the mere interest of the story, and its pleasing 
effect on the imagination, is concerned, one would rather prefer 
that there should be no unravelling of its hidden things. Which 
of us, when in our childish years we drank in the charms of a 
simple fairy tale, could endure to have the consistency of its struc- 

* The reader who consults the Preface to ** Waverley," in which the 
author gives an account of his youthful studies, his love of antiquarian 
lore, of chivalry, &:c., and refers back to the foregoing Preface, will see 
how, in a great measure, the same kind of materials must necessarily 
have entered into the compositions of both these authors. It may he 
added, that the early religious associations of Scott were not of a kind 
which were likely to lead to his treating supernatural subjects in a very 
high tone. 

2 In estimating the impressive effect produced by the writings of our 
author, it should not be forgotten that many of them partake to some ex- 
tent of the character of the spiritual allegory, though the meaning is often 
but indistinctly marked on the surface. This has been overlooked by 
many, who nevertheless admire his tales as the offspring of high poetical 
genius. There is somewhere a criticism upon one of them by a very able 
writer of the present day, who had evidently entered fully into its literary 
merit, and who expressed a high admiration for the sentiments and tone 
of the author, but who had, nevertheless, completely missed the beau- 
tiful allegory which it embodies, the dim, impressive obscurity of which 
lends so wondrous a charm to its scenes. 
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tare tampered with, or any thing hinted which should prevent ns 
fairly throwing oorselves into its scenes, and viewing them in all 
the truth and reality of the picture ? Or who would care, again, 
to revel in the gorgeous scenery of an Arahian tale, if at every 
turn we must he dogged hy some officious attendant, ready to put 
in some matter-of-fact remark which should hring us hack to 
common life, and dash in a thousand pieces the enchanted mirror 
in which we were gazing with our whole souls ? The difference 
(we may here remark) between the two writers alluded to, appears 
sememes even in those subordinate parts of their romances, where 
one might fairly expect it to be otherwise. Both, for instance, oc- 
casionally work in old legends as episodes, by putting them in the 
mouths of some of the characters in the tale. These, at least, as 
remains of still more ancient days, might well be given in all their 
miexplained marvel, — just, in fact, as they were believed in at the 
time supposed. Fouqu^ does so. Compare, for instance, the sin- 
cere way in which his little tale of the *' Magician of Finland" ^ is 
told, in the first volume of the ** Magic Ring," with the legends 
which Scott incidentally introduces, but which are usually accom- 
panied by some hint as to the credulousness of the age in which 
they were current, or some suggested explanation in accordance 
witii what are called the laws of nature. 

But, besides the mere interest and consistency of the story, it 
must be admitted that to reverential minds there is something 
cold and unsatisfeustory in this habit of clearing away, — always, and 
as a matter of course, — whatever is mysterious and beyond the 
range of our senses and present experience. If we believe at all 
in tbe powers of the invisible world, we do not see why many things 
which men usually look upon as incredible, though beautifcd ima- 
ginations, should not, after all, be deemed possible, and even pro- 
bable. We are not here pleading for a belief in any particular 
portions of works usually deemed fictitious ; nor are we concerned 
at present to find such instances. We are only suggesting whether 
we are not too apt, under the name of romance and fiction, to treat 
as incredible many things which, if we are believers in Holy Writ, 
we have at least no a priori reason for rejecting as fabulous. There 
is such a thing as superstition ; but there is also an opposite and 

* This beantlAiI little story will be found In " Popular Tales and Le- 
gends.*' Burns, 1843. 
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most dangerous extreme. ** I had a dream, which was not all a 
dream/' says one of our poets ; and so too may it be with much 
that we are apt indiscriminately to call ** fictitious or imaginary.'' 

The tone of mind which such writings as that of our author 
tend to foster, is one of faith in the invisible ; whilci on the other 
hand, those of most other novelists rather tend to the opposite 
habit of scepticism.* There is, therefore, one special charm about 
the tales of Fouqu4, which those of Scott never can possess ; though 
there is doubtless much in the latter which in other ways tends 
to good. 

This, of course, is not the place to point out the merits of the 
author of **'Waverley" as a romance-writer; and the attempt 
might well be deemed absurd at this time of day. In many re- 
spects he is far before Fouqu^. One particular may be cited: 
we think the readers of the latter must often have desiderated that 
wonderful talent of Scott by which all the parts of his tale are 
made to hang together — each event and character fitting into its 
place with graceful order, and yet without stififness or formality 
— and at last forming, what is so gratifying to the mind of the 
reader at the time, and so pleasing in recollection, one symmetrical 
whole. Fouqu^, with all his glowing descriptions and true poetical 
touches, does certainly sometimes provoke us by his wild con- 
fusion and almost contempt of plan.''' For this we must, of course, 
account by the cast of his genius. He was unquestionably a true 
poet-M!alling up, as he went on, the most beautiful pictures, and 
presenting them before us, as they arose to his own mind, in all 
their primitive freshness and simplicity, but lacking that talent 
which would bring them into due order and method, and which, 
though a lower gift than poetical genius f is yet very needful for one 
who would not only make a series of beautiful sketches, but who 
would also form a well-compacted tale. It seems probable that this 
defect has operated against the general popularity of these works 

> Such books as Scott's "Demonology," Brewster's "Natural Magic," 
&c., are dangerous in this way. They attempt to prove too much; and 
by their off-hand way of treating every thing which savours of miraculous 
agency, they— unconsciously it may be, but really — play into the hands of 
the rationalist, and furnish weapons with which a worse class of persons 
Mrill go on to demolish altogether a belief in invisible influences. 

3 It must be admitted, however, that many of his shorter pieces are 
very perfect in their structure. 
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amongst oorselTes ; though this may also be attributed, in some 
degree, to the characteristic already alluded to, which, if it recom- 
mends them to some minds, may cause them to find less favour in 
the eyes of others. He writes at times, in fact, under a kind of 
heavenly inspiration, which, without a congenial disposition on the 
part of the reader, it is vain to hope will be appreciated. 

It ought to be remarked here, however, that in one case the 
author of '* Waverley'' did make a bold attempt to grapple with the 
supernatural. We allude, of course, to the ** Monastery ;'' and it 
is sing^ular that in this instance he should have taken the idea from 
the first tale in this collection. In his Introduction, where he 
speaks of the origin of the story, he says : — 

" . . . . Machinery remained, — the introduction of the super- 
natural and marvellous — the resort of distressed authors since the 
days of Horace, but whose privileges as a sanctuary have been 
diluted in the present age, and well-nigh exploded. The popu- 
lar belief no longer allows the possibility of existence to the race 
of mysterious beings which hovered betwixt this' world and that 
whidi is invisible. The fairies have abandoned their moonlight 
turf; the witch no longer holds her black orgies in the hemlock 
ddl; and 

* Bven the last lingering phantom of the brain. 
The churchyard-ghost, is now at rest again.' 

" From the discredit attached to the vulgar and more common 
modes in which the Scottish superstition displays itself, the author 
was induced to have recourse to the beautiful, though almost for- 
gotten, theory of astral spirits, or creatures of the elements, sur- 
passing human beings in knowledge and power, but inferior to 
Uiem, as being subject, after a certain space of years, to a death 
which is to them annihilation, as they have no share in the promise 
made to the sons of Adam. These spirits are supposed to be of 
four distinct kinds, as the elements ft*om which they have their 
origin, and are known to those who have studied the cabalistical 
phflosophy by the names of sylphs, gnomes, salamanders, and 
naiads, as they belong to the elements of air, earth, fire, or water. 
Hie general reader will find an entertaining account of these ele- 
mentary spirits in the French book entitled ' Entretiens de Compte 
du Gabalis.' The ingenious Comte de la Motte Fouqu6 composed, 
in German, one of the most successful productions of his fertile 
brain, where a beautiful and even afflicting efifect is produced by 
the introduction of a water-nymph, who consents to become ac- 
cessible to human feelings, and unites her lot with that of a mortal, 
who treats her with ingratitude. 

" In imitation of an example so successful, the White Lady of 
Avenel was introduced into the following sheets 
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" Either, however, the author executed his purpose indiffer- 
ently, or the public did not approve of it ; for tiie * White Liady 
of Avenel' was far from being popular. He does not now make 
the present statement in the view of arguing readers into a more 
fiivourable opinion on the subject, but merely with the purpose 
of exculpating himself from the charge of having wantonly in- 
truded into the narrative a being of inconsistent powers and proi 
pensities." 

The inferior success which this romance met with, (chiefly, it 
would seem, on account of the introduction of the White Lady,) is 
probably due to both the causes alluded to by the author in the 
above extract. The public were not prepared for this kind of 
machinery in his writings. And it is not unlikely, that, if he had 
treated it differently, and had made some person to act the part of 
a supernatural being, who should come out at the wind-up as one 
of flesh and blood, and explain her proceedings, the same objection 
might not have been taken by some. It is possible too, however, 
that had the present idea been better executed, the public might 
have been reconciled to it. There is certainly an awkwardness 
and want of dignity about this part of the romance ; and, much 
as there is of beauty in some of the details, one does not, after the 
perusal, dwell with full satisfaction upon the vision of the White 
Nymph. 

As has been said, this was not the line which Scott was fitted 
to excel in. With respect to his idea, that popular belief no longer 
allows the possibility of the existence of such mysterious beings, 
it may be doubted whether this is of itself a good reason why 
writers of romance should eschew them. Indeed, he himself did 
not, — as we see in this case : he avoided certainly the more hack- 
neyed ground of fairies and witches; — but he chose one equally, or 
more, removed from popular belief, though recommended to him 
ia this case by the advantage of novelty. Perhaps the most likely 
way to ensure consistency and success, would be to dismiss the 
question as to whether people now-a-days believe such things or 
not, and to choose such a period and such characters as will admit 
of this machinery being naturally made use of; so that whether 
readers in the present day are found to give credence or not, they 
may at least look on a picture which was true at the time sup- 
posed, and which will be true and connstent to them, too, if they 
will throw their sympathies into the scenes which are opened be- 
fore them. The satisfiu^ry effect produced by Fouqu^'s tales may 



PREFACE. XXm 

be in part ascribed to this circumstance. He carries you into far- 
ofif scenes, and among ancient days and manners ; and you see at 
once that you must feel as men then felt, and believe as they 
believed. 

It may be doubted, indeed, whether, with our present habits 
and tone of mind, it would be possible to work up an endur- 
able piece of fiction, of which the scene should be laid in our 
own country and in our own day, and which yet should embody 
the machinery of our old tales. Relate a fairy tale to some youth- 
fol circle of open-mouthed listeners on a winter's evening, and 
see if half the enchantment does not depend upon their realising 
the scene as having existed in times far removed from their own 
days. Tell the same story, only altering the circumstantials to 
those among which they themselves live, — as if, for instance, the 
things had happened in some neighbouring village, and within the 
last year, — and the magical efifect will be gone. They feel that the 
thing is unnatural ; and the quiet, earnest look of wonder and awe 
with which the little audience hung upon the lips of the narrator 
will soon, we fear, be changed for one of mingled disappointment 
and scorn. They will shew not only that they disbelieve, but that 
they despise, what you are telling them.^ 

To conclude: — these Tales, with their no less pleasing com- 
panions,^ are commended to the attention of all lovers amongst 
us of what is noble and beautiful in external nature, as well as in 
the human heart and life. We do so with hearty confidence ; nor 
do we fear that they will suffer, even by oft -repeated perusal 
Manly Christian grace, virgin purity, hoary wisdom, happy child- 
like innocence ; the grand, the severe, the tender, the lowly, the 
affectionate, and whatever else is calculated to touch and elevate 

1 Perhaps the modem ** ghost-story'* may occur to some as an apparent 
exception to this remark ; and we believe that in some places popular 
belief would almost admit of such machinery being employed, without 
&tally destroying the consistency and verisimilitude of a tale. Still, as a 
general remark, what Sir W. Scott says in a previous page of the church- 
yard ghost is true; and any of our tale-writers, therefore, who should be 
adventurous enough to make use of such machinery without due care to 
clear up the mystery at the end, would run a great risk of making ship- 
wreck of his or her popularity. It might do, were the scene laid amongst 
characters supposed to live under the influence of such forms of belief ; 
there would then be so far a coherence. But we suspect this must be in 
" Dreamland " — ^not in England. 

* See the Tales of Fouqu6 in the volume entitled '* Romantic Fiction." 
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the heart, — set ofif at times by the exhibition of the darker and 
more repulsive traits of human character, (held up, however, 
only to be avoided,) — find in the writings of our author their 
happy and appropriate exemplification. The noble, courteous 
Christian knight — the tender, modest, but high-minded maiden 
— the affectionate spouse — the aged man, in all the commanding 
dignity of years and wisdom — the pious peasant — the faithful 
domestic,— are all mingled in the goodly array of characters which 
they present to us. Aild as the fair procession passes before us, 
and its magic colours float around the imagination and linger in 
the memory, who does not feel the best sympathies and aspirations 
of his heart irresistibly drawn forth ? — who, too, will refuse his 
tribute of love and admiration to the gifted — and now, alas ! de- 
ceased — author, the impress of whose own calm and beautiful mind 
they so fully bear ? 
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Undine ! thou fair and lovely sprite, 
Since first from out an ancient lay 

I saw gleam forth thy fitful light, 
How hast thou sung my cares away ! 

How hast thou nestled next my heart. 
And gently offered to impart 

Thy sorrows to my listening ear, 
Like a half-shy, half trusting child. 
The while my lute, in woodnotes wild, 

Thine accents echo'd far and near ! 

Then many a youth I won to muse 
With love on thy mysterious ways, 

And many a fair one to peruse 
The legend of thy wondrous days. 

And now both dame and youth would fain 
List to my tale yet once again ; 

Nay, sweet Undine, be not afraid ! 
Enter their halls with footstep light. 
Greet courteously each noble knight, 

But fondly every German maid. 

And should they ask concerning me, 

Oh, say, " He is a cavalier, 
Who truly serves and valiantly. 
In tournay and festivity, 

With lute and sword, each lady fair !" 

FoUftUE. 




CHAPTER I. 

Oh a beandrul evening, many bandred years ago, 
a worthy old fiaherman sal mending hie netn. The 
spot where he dwelt was exceedingly picturesque. 
Tiie green turf on which he had built his cottage 
ran far out into a great lake ; and th'a slip of ver- 
dure appeared to stretch into it as much through 
love of its clear waters, as the lake, moved by 
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a like impulse^ strove to fold the meadow, with its wav- 
ing grass and flowers, and the cooling shade of the trees, 
in its embrace of love. They seemed to be drawn to- 
ward each other, and the one to be visiting the other as 
a guest. 

With respect to human beings, indeed, in this pleasant 
spot, excepting the fisherman and his family, there were 
few, or rather none, to be met with. For as in the back- 
ground of the scene, toward the west and north-west, lay 
a forest of extraordinary wildness, which, owing to its sun- 
less gloom and almpst impassable recesses, as well as to 
fear of the strange creatures and visionary illusions to be 
encountered in it, most people avoided entering, unless in 
cases of extreme necessity. The pious old fisherman, how« 
ever, many times passed through it without harm, when 
he carried the fine fish, which he caught by his beautiful 
strip of land, to a great city lying only a short distance 
beyond the forest. 

Now the reason he was able to go through this wood 
with so much ease may have been chiefly this, because he 
entertained scarcely any thoughts but such as were of a 
religious nature; and besides, every time he crossed the 
evil-reported shades, he used to sing some holy song with 
a clear voice and from a sincere heart. 

Well, while he sat by his nets this evening, neither 
fearing nor devising evil, a sudden terror seized him, as 
he heard a rushing in the darkness of the wood, that re-* 
sembled the trampling of a mounted steed, and the noise 
continued every instant drawing nearer and nearer to his 
little territory. 

What he had fancied, when abroad in many a stormy 
night, respecting the mysteries of the forest, now flashed 
through his mind in a moment ; especially the figure of a 
man of gigantic stature and snow-white appearance, who 
kept nodding his head in a portentous manner. And when 
he raised his eyes towards the wood, the form came before 
him in perfect distinctness, as he saw the nodding man 
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burst forth from the mazy web-work of leaves and branches. 
Bat he immediately felt emboldened, when he reflected 
that nothing to give him alarm had ever befallen him even 
in the forest; and moreover, that on this open neck of land 
the evil spirit, it was likely, would be still less daring in 
the exercise of his power. At the same time, he prayed 
ak>ad with the most earnest sincerity of devotion, repeal- 
ing a passage of the Bible. This inspired him with fresh 
eoorage ; and soon perceiving the illusion, and the strange 
mistake into which his imagination had betrayed him, he 
eoold vrith difficulty refrain from laughing. The white 
Bodding figure he had seen, became transformed, in the 
tiriiikling of an eye, to what in reality it was, a small 
brook, long and familiarly known to him, which ran foam- 
ing from the forest, and discharged itself into the lake. 

But what had caused the startling sound was a knight 
arrayed in sumptuous apparel, who from under the sha- 
dows of the trees came riding toward the cottage. His 
doublet was violet embroidered with gold, and his scarlet 
doak hung graceftiUy over it ; on his cap of burnished gold 
waved red and violet-coloured plumes ; and in his golden 
dioulder-belt flashed a sword, richly ornamented and ex- 
tremely beautiful. The white barb that bore the knight 
was more slenderly built than war-horses usually are; 
and he touched the turf with a step so light and elastic, 
that the green and flowery carpet seemed hardly to receive 
the slightest injury from his tread. The old fisherman, 
notwithstanding, did not feel perfectly secure in his mind, 
although he was forced to believe that no evil could be 
feared from an appearance so pleasing; and therefore, as 
good manners dictated, he took ofi^ his hat on the knight's 
coming near, and quietly remained by the side of his nets. 
When the stranger stopped, and asked whether he, 
with his horse, could have shelter and entertainment there 
for the night, the fisherman returned answer : " As to your 
horse, fair sir, I have no better stable for him than this 
shady meadow, and no better provender than the grass 
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that is growing here. But with respect to yourself, yoa 
shall he welcome to our humhle cottage, and to the hest 
supper and lodging we are ahle to give you.'' 

The knight was well contented with this reception; 
and alighting from his horse, which his host assisted him 
to relieve from saddle and hridle, he let him hasten away 
to the fresh pasture, and thus spoke : '^ Even had I found 
you less hospitahle and kindly disposed, my worthy old 
friend, you would still, I suspect, hardly have got rid of 
me to-day ; for here, I perceive, a hroad lake lies before 
us, and as to riding back into that wood of wonders, with 
the shades of evening deepening around me, may Heaven 
in its grace preserve me from the thought." 

" Pray not a word of the wood, or of returning into 
it !" said the fisherman, and took his guest into the cot- 
tage. 

There, beside the hearth, from which a frugal fire was 
diffusing its light through the clean twilight room, sat the 
fisherman's aged wife in a great chair. At the entrance of 
their noble guest, she rose and gave him a courteous wel* 
come, but sat down again in her seat of honour, not making 
the slightest offer of it to the stranger. Upon this the 
fisherman said with a smile : 

" You must not be offended with her, young gentleman, 
because she has not given up to you the best chair in the 
house ; it is a custom among poor people to look upon this 
as the privilege of the aged." 

"Why, husband!" cried the old lady with a quiet 
smile, '* where can your wits be wandering ? Our guest, to 
say the least of him, must belong to a Christian country ; 
and how is it possible, then, that so well-bred a young 
man as he appears to be could dream of driving old people 
from their chairs? Take a seat, my young master," con- 
tinued she, turning to the knight ; " there is still quite a 
snug little chair on the other side of the room there, only 
be careful not to shove it about too roughly, for one of its 
legs, I fear, is none of the firmest." 
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The knigfat brought up the seat as carefully as she 
oould desire, sat down upon it good-humouredly, and it 
seemed to him almost as if he must be somehow related 
to this little household, and have just returned home from 
abroad. 

These three worthy people now began to converse in 
the most friendly and familiar manner. In relation to the 
forest, indeed, concerning which the knight occasionally 
made some inquiries, the old man chose to know and say 
bat little ; he was of opinion, that slightly touching upon 
it, at this hour of twilight, was most suitable and safe ; 
but of the cares and comforts of their home, and their 
business abroad, the aged couple spoke more freely, and 
listened also with eager curiosity, as the knight recounted 
to them his travels, and how he had a castle near one of 
the sources of the Danube, and that his name was Sir 
Huldbrand of Ringstetten. 

Already had the stranger, while they were in the midst 
of their talk, heard at times a splash against the little low 
window, as if some one were dashing water against it. The 
old man, every time he heard the noise, knit his brows 
with vexation ; but at last, when the whole sweep of a 
shower came pouring like a torrent against the panes, and 
babbling through the decayed frame into the room, he 
started up indignant, rushed to the window, and cried with 
a threatening voice, — 

<< Undine ! will you never leave off these fooleries? not 
even to-day, when we have a stranger-knight with us in 
the cottage?'' 

All without now became still, only a low laugh was just 
■ndible, and the fisherman said, as he came back to his 
seat : ** You will have the goodness, my honoured guest, 
to pardon this freak, and it may be a multitude more; 
but she has no thought of evO, or of any harm. This 
mischievous Undine, to confess the truth, is our adopted 
daughter, and she stoutly refuses to give over this frolic* 
some childishness of hers, although she has already entered 
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her eighteenth year. But in spite of this^ as I said 'be- 
fore^ she is at heart one of the very best children in the 
world.'\ 

'^ You may say so," broke in the old lady, shaking her 
head ; '^ you can give a better account of her than I can. 
When you return home from fishing, or from selling your 
fish in the city, you may think her frolics very delightful. 
But to have her dancing about you the whole day long, 
and never from morning to night to hear her speak one 
word of sense ; and then, as she grows older, instead of 
having any help from her in the family, to find her a con- 
tinual cause of anxiety, lest her wild humours should com- 
pletely ruin us, — that is quite another thing, and enough 
at last to weary out the patience even of a saint." 

" Well, welJ,'* replied the master of the house, with a 
smile; '^you have your trials with Undine, and I have 
mine with the lake. The lake often beats down my dams, 
and breaks the meshes of my nets, but for all that I have a 
strong affection for it; and so have you, in spite of your 
mighty crosses and vexations, for our graceful little child. 
Is it not true ?" 

" One cannot be very angry with her,'* answered the 
old lady, as she gave her husband an approving smile. 

That instant the door flew open, and a fair girl^ of won- 
drous beauty, sprang laughing in, and said: *'You have 
only been making a mock of me^ father ; for where now is 
the guest you mentioned V 

The same moment, however, she perceived the knight 
also, and continued standing before the young man in fixed 
astonishment. Huldbrand was charmed with her graceful 
figure, and viewed her lovely features with the more in- 
tense interest, as he imagined it was only her surprise 
that allowed him the opportunity, and that she would 
soon turn away from his gaze with increased bashfulnes?. 
But the event was the very reverse of what he expected. 
For, after looking at him for a long while, she became 
more confident, moved nearer, knelt down before him, 
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andy while she played with a gold medal which he wore 
attached to a rich chain on his hreast, exclaimed, — 

** Why, you heautifol, you kind guest ! how have you 
reached our poor cottage at last ? Have you heen obliged 
for years and years to wander about the world before you 
could catch one glimpse of our nook ? Do you come out 
of that wild forest, my beautiful knight ?" 

The old woman was so prompt in her reproof, as to 
allow him no time to answer. She commanded the maiden 
to rise, shew better manners, and go to her work. But 
Undine, without making any reply, drew a little footstool 
near Huldbrand's chair, sat down upon it with her netting, 
and said in a gentle tone : 

** I will work here." 

The old man did as parents are apt to do with children 
to whom they have been over-indulgent. He aifected to 
obeerve nothing of Undine's strange behaviour, and was 
beginning to talk about something else. But this the 
maiden did not permit him to do. She broke in upon 
him : ^' I have asked our kind guest from whence he has 
come among us, and he has not yet answered me.'' 

'^ I come out of the forest, you lovely little vision," 
Huldbrand returned ; and she spoke again : 

** You must also tell me how you came to enter that 
forest, 80 feared and shunned, and the marvellous adven- 
tures you met with in it ; for there is no escaping with- 
out something of this kind." 

Huldbrand felt a slight shudder on remembering what 
he had witnessed, and looked involuntarily toward the win- 
dowy for it seemed to him that one of the strange shapes 
which had come upon him in the forest must be there grin- 
ning in through tiie glass ; but he discerned nothing ex- 
cept the deep darkness of night, which had now enveloped 
the whole prospect. Upon this he became more collected, 
and was just on the point of beginning his account, when 
the old man thus interrupted him : 
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^^ Not 80, sir knight ; this is by no means a fit hoar for 
such relations." 

But Undine, in a state of high excitement, sprang up 
from her little stool, and cried, placing herself directly 
before the fisherman : ^' He shall not tell his story, fether? 
he shall not? But it is my will: — he shall! — stop him 
who may !" 

Thus speaking, she stamped her little foot vehemently 
on the floor, but all with an air of such comic and good- 
humoured simplicity, that Huldbrand now found it quite 
as hard to withdraw his gaze from her wild emotion, as he 
had before from her gentleness and beauty. The old man, 
on the contrary, burst out in unrestrained displeasure. He 
severely reproved Undine for her disobedience and her un- 
becoming carriage toward the stranger, and his good old^ 
wife joined him in harping on the same string. 

By these rebukes Undine was only excited the more. 
" If you want to quarrel with me," she cried, " and will 
not let me hear what I so much desire, then sleep alone 
in your smoky old hut V* And swift as an arrow she shot 
from the door, and vanished amid the darkness of the 
night. 

Huldbrand and the fisherman sprang from Iheir seats, 
and were rushing to stop the angry girl ; but before they 
could reach the cottage-door, she had disappeared in the 
stormy darkness without : and no sound, not so much even 
as that of her light footstep, betrayed the course she had 
taken. Huldbrand threw a glance of inquiry toward his 
host : it almost seemed to him as if the whole of the sweet 
apparition, which had so suddenly plunged again amid 
the night, were no other than a continuation of the won- 
derful forms that had just played their mad pranks with 
him in the forest. But the old man muttered between his 
teeth: 

'* This is not the first time she has treated us in this 
manner. Now must our hearts be filled with anxiety, and 
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our eyes find no sleep the whole night ; for who can assure 
DS^ in spite of her past escapes, that she will not some time 
or other come to harm, if she thus continue out in the 
daik and alone until daylight?" 

** Then pray, for God's sake, father, let us follow her/' 
vied Huldbrand anxiously. 

** Wherefore should we ?*' replied the old man. " It 
PT^ould be a sin were I to suffer you, all alone, to search 
ifter the foolish girl amid the lonesomeness of night ; and 
my old limbs would &il to carry me to this wild rover, 
sven if I knew to what place she has betaken her- 
»lf/' 

'^ Still we ought at least to call after her, and beg her 
to return,'' said Huldbrand ; and he began to call, in tones 
of earnest entreaty, '^ Undine ! Undine! come back, come 
backr 

The old man shook his head, and said, ^* All your shout- 
ingy however loud and long, will be of no avail ; you know 
not as yet, sir knight, how self-willed the little thing is.*' 
Bat still, even hoping against hope, he could not himself 
eease calling out every minute, amid the gloom of night, 
'^ Undine ! ah, dear Undine ! I beseech you, pray come 
back,--only this once." 

It turned out, however, exactly as the fisherman had 
said. N« Undine could they hear or see ; and as the old 
man would on no account consent that Huldbrand should 
go in quest of the fiigitive, they were both obliged at last 
to return into the cottage. There they found the fire on 
the hearth almost gone out, and the mistress of the house, 
who took Undine's flight and danger £blt less to heart 
than her husband, had already gone to rest. The old 
man blew up the coals, put on dry wood, and by the fire- 
li^t hunted for a flask of wine, which he brought and set 
between himself and his guest. 

^^ You, sir knight, as well as I," said he, ** are anxious 
on the silly girl's account ; and it would be better, I think, 
to spend part of the night in chatting and drinking, than 
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keep turning and tarning on our rush-mats, and trying in 
vain to sleep. What is your opinion V* 

Huldbrand was well pleased with the plan ; the fisher^ 
man pressed him to take the empty seat of honour, its 
worthy occupant having now left it for her couch ; and 
they relished their beverage and enjoyed their chat, as two 
such good men and true ever ought to do. To be sure, 
whenever the slightest thing moved before the windows, 
or at times when even nothing was moving, one of them 
would look up and exclaim, ^' Here she comes P' Then 
would they continue silent a few moments, and afterward, 
when nothing appeared, would shake their heads, breathe 
out a sigh, and go on with their talk. 

But as neither could think of any thing but Undine, 
the best plan they could devise was, that the old fisherman 
should relate, and the knight should hear, in what manner 
Undine had come to the cottage. So the fisherman began 
as follows : 

** It is now about fifteen years since I one day crossed 
the wild forest with fish for the city-market. My wife 
had remained at home as she was wont to do ; and at this 
time for a reason of more than common interest, for al- 
though we were beginning to feel the advances of age, 
God had bestowed upon us an infant of wonderful beauty. 
It was a little girl ; and we already began to ask ourselves 
the question, whether we ought not, for the advantage of 
the new-comer, to quit our solitude, and, the better to 
bring up this precious gift of Heaven, to remove to some 
more inhabited place. Poor people, to be sure, cannot in 
these cases do all you may think they ought, sir knight ; 
but we must all do what we can. 

*^ Well, I went on my way, and this affair would keep 
running in my head. This slip of land was most dear to 
me, and I trembled when, amidst the bustle and broils of 
the city, I thought to myself, ' In a scene of tumult like 
this, or at least in one not much more quiet, I must soon 
take up my abode.^ But I did not for this murmur against 
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grood God ; on the contrary, I praised Him in silence 
he new-bom babe« I should also speak an untruth, 
1 1 to say that any thing befell me, either on my pas- 
through the forest to the city, or on my returning 
eward, that gave me more alarm than usual, as at 
time I had never seen any appearance there which 
1 terrify or annoy me* The Lord was ever with me 
me awfiil shades." 

lius speaking, he took his cap reverently from his 
head, and continued to sit for a considerable time 
evout thought. He then covered himself again, and 
ton with his relation: 

* On this side the forest, alas! it was on this side, that 

burst upon me. My wife came wildly to meet me, 

in mourning apparel, and her eyes streaming with 

B. 'Gracious God!' I cried, 'where's our child? 

9k V 

'* ' With Him on whom you have called, dear hus- 
i,' she answered; and we now entered the cottage 
rther, weeping in silence. I looked for the little corpse, 
ost fearing to find what I was seeking ; and then it 
I first learnt how all had happened. 
^* My wife had taken the little one in her arms, and 
ked out to the shore of the lake. She there sat down 
its very brink; and while she was playing with the 
nt, as free from all fear as she was full of delight, it 
t forward on a sudden, as if seeing something very 
itiful in the water. My wife saw her laugh, the dear 
el, and try to catch the image in her tiny hands ; but in 
oment — with a motion swifter than sight — she sprang 
n her mother's arms, and sank in the lake, the watery 
» into which she had been gazing. I searched for our 
darling again and again ; but it was all in vain ; I 
Id nowhere find the least trace of her. 
^* The same evening we childless parents were sitting 
ether by our cottage hearth. We had no desire to 
L, even if our tears would have permitted us. As we 



14 UKDINB. 

thus sat in mournful stillness, gazing into the fire, all at 
once we heard something without, — a slight rustling at 
the door. The door flew open, and we saw a little girl, 
three or four years old, and more beautiful than I can 
a&Yf standing on the threshold, richly dressed, and smiling 
uX)on us. We were struck dumb with astonishment, and 
I knew not for a time whether the tiny form were a real 
human being, or a mere mockery of enchantment. But I 
soon perceiyed water dripping from her golden hair and 
rich garments, and that the pretty child had been lying 
in the water, and stood in immediate need of our help. 

^' ' Wife,' said I, ' no one has been able to save our 
child for us; but let us do for others what would have 
made us so blessed could any one have done it for us.' 

<< We undressed the litUe thing, put her to bed, and 
gave her something to drink : at all tiiis she spoke not a 
word, but only turned her eyes upon us— eyes blue and 
bright as sea or sky — and continued looking at us with a 
smile. 

'^ Next morning we had no reason to fear that she had 
received any other harm than her wetting, and I now 
asked her about her parents, and how she could have come 
to us. But the account she gave was both confused and 
incredible. She must surely have been bom far from here, 
not only because I have been unable for these fifteen years 
to learn any thing of her birth, but because she then said, 
and at times continues to say, many things of so very 
singular a nature, that we neither of us know, after al^ 
whether she may not have dropped among us from the 
moon; for her talk runs upon golden castles, crystal 
domes, and Heaven knows what extravagances beside. 
What, however, she related with most distinctness was 
this : that while she was once taking a sail with her mother 
on the great lake, she fell out of the boat into the water; 
and that when she first recovered her senses, she was here 
imder our trees, where the gay scenes of the shore filled 
her with delight. 
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■ '^ We now had another care weighing upon onr minds, 
and one that caosed us no small perplexity and uneasiness. 
We of course very soon determined to keep and bring up 
the child we had found, in place of our own darling that 
had been drowned ; but who could tell us whether she had 
been baptised or not? She herself could give us no light 
on the subject. When we asked her the question, she 
commonly made answer, that she well knew she was cre- 
ated for God's praise and glory, and that she was willing 
to let ns do with her all ^at might promote His glory 
and praise. 

'^ My wife and I reasoned in this way : ^ If she has not 
been baptised, there can be no use in putting off the cere- 
mony ; and if she has been, it still is better to have too 
much of a good thing than too little.' 

** Taking this view of our difficulty, we now endea* 
▼oared to hit upon a good name for the child, since, while 
die remained without one, we were often at a loss, in our 
fioniliar talk, to know what to call her. We at length 
agreed that Dorothea would be most suitable for her, as I 
had somewhere heard it said that this name signified a 
gift of Qody and surely she had been sent to us by Provi- 
dence as a gift, to comfort us in our misery. She, on the 
contrary^ would not so much as hear Dorothea mentioned ; 
she insisted, that as she had been named Undine by her 
parents, Undine she ought still to be called. It now oc- 
earred to me that this was a heathenish name, to be found 
m no calendar, and I resolved to ask the advice of a priest 
in the city. He would not listen to the name of Undine ; 
and yielding to my urgent request, he came with me 
through the enchanted forest, in order to perform the rite 
of baptism here in my cottage. 

^' The little maid stood before us so prettily adorned, 
and with such an air of gracefulness, that the heart of the 
priest softened at once in her presence; and she coaxed 
him 80 sweetly, and jested with him so merrily, that he 
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at last remembered nothing of his many objections to the 
name of Undine. 

^'Thusy then, was she baptised Undine; and^ during 
the holy ceremony, she behaved with great propriety and 
gentleness, wild and wayward as at other times she inva- 
riably was ; for in this my wife was quite right, when she 
mentioned the anxiety the child has occasioned us. If I 
should relate to you" — 

At this moment the knight interrupted the fisherman, 
to direct his attention to a deep sound as of a rushing 
flood, which had caught his ear during the talk of the old 
man. And now the waters came pouring on with redoubled 
fury before the cottage^windows« Both gpnsig to the door* 
There they saw, by the light of the now risen moon, the 
brook which issued from the wood rushing wildly over its 
banks, and whirling onward with it both stones and branehes 
of trees in its rapid course. The storm, as if awakened by 
the uproar, burst forth from the clouds, whose immense 
masses of vapour coursed over the moon with the swiftness 
of thought ; the lake roared beneath the wind that swept 
the foam £rom its waves; while the trees of this narrow 
peninsula groaned from root to topmost branch as they 
bowed and swung above the torrent. 

'^ Undine ! in God's name. Undine !" cried the two 
men in an agony. No answer was returned. And now, 
regardless of every thing else, they hurried from the cot* 
tage, one in this direction, the other in that, searching 
and calling. 



CHAPTER 11. 

The longer Huldbrand sought Undine beneath the shades 
of night, and failed to find her, the more anxious and 
confused he became. The impression that she was a mere 
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phantom of the forest gained a new ascendancy over him ; 
indeed, amid the howling of the waves and the tempest, 
the crashing of the trees, and the entire change of the once 
•0 peaceful and beaatifol scene, he was tempted to view 
the whole peninsula, together with the cottage and its in- 
habitants, as little more than some mockery of his senses. 
But atill he heard a&r oiF the fisherman's anxious and 
incessant shouting, ^Undine!" and also his aged wife, 
who was praying and singing psalms. 

At length, when he drew near to the brook, which had 
overflowed its banks, he perceived, by the moonlight, that 
it had taken its wild course directly in front of the haunted 
forest, so as to change the jieninsula into an island. 

" Merciful God I" he breathed to himself, *' if Undine 
has venture a step within that fearful wood, what will 
become of her? Perhaps it was all owing to her sportive 
and wayward spirit, be<»use I would give her no account 
of my adventures there. And now the stream is rolling 
between us, she may be weeping alone on the other side 
in the midst of spectral horrors !'' 

A shuddering groan escaped him ; and clambering over 
some stones and trunks of overthrown pines, in order to 
step into the impetuous current, he resolved, either by 
wading or swimming, to seek the wanderer on the further 
shore. He felt, it is true, all the dread and shrinking awe 
creeping over him which he had already suffered by day- 
light among the now tossing and roaring branches of the 
forest. More than all, a tall man in white, whom he knew 
but too well, met his view, as he stood grinning and nod- 
ding on the grass beyond the water. But even monstrous 
forms like this only impelled him to cross over toward 
them, when the thought rushed upon him that Undine 
might be there alone and in the agony of death. 

He had already grasped a strong branch of a pine, and 
stood supporting himself upon it in the whirling current, 
against which he could with difficulty keep himself erect; 
but he advanced deeper in with a courageous spirit. That 
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instant a gentle voice of warning cried near him, '^ Do not 
venture, do not venture ! — that old man, the stbbam, is 
too full of tricks to be trusted !'' He knew the soft tones 
of the voice ; and while he stood as it were entranced, be- 
neath the shadows which had now duskily veiled the moon, 
his head swam with the swell and rolHng of the waves as 
he saw them momentarily rising above his knee. Still he 
disdained the thought of giving up his purpose. 

'^ If you are not really there, if you are merely gambol- 
ling round me like a mist, may I, too, bid ferewell to life, 
and become a shadow like you, dear, dear Undine !" Thus 
calling aloud, he again moved deeper into the stream. 
''Look round you — ah, pray look round you, beinutifui 
young stranger ! why rush on death so madly ?" cried the 
voice a second time close by him; and looking on one 
side, he perceived, by the light of the moon, again cloud- 
less, a little island formed by the flood; and crouching 
upon its flowery turf, beneath the branches of embowering 
trees, he saw the smiling and lovely Undine. 

O how much more gladly than before the young man 
now plied his sturdy stafi*! A few steps, and he had crossed 
the flood that was rushing between himself and the maiden; 
and he stood near her on the little spot of greensward in 
security, protected by the old trees. Undine half rose, 
and she threw her arms around his neck to draw him 
gently down upon the soft seat by her side. 

'' Here you shall tell me your story, my beautiful 
friend," she breathed in a low whisper ; '' here the cross 
old people cannot disturb us ; and, besides, our roof of 
leaves here will make quite as good a shelter as their poor 
cottage." 

'' It is heaven itself," cried Huldbrand ; and folding 
her in his arms, he kissed the lovely girl with fervour. 

The old fisherman, meantime, had come to the margin 
of the stream, and he shouted across, ''Why how is this, 
sir knight ! I received you with the welcome which one 
true-hearted man gives to another ; and now you sit there 
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laresnng my ibster-cliild in secret, while you suffer me in 
my anxiety to wander through the night in quest of her." 

" Not till this moment did I find her myself, old fa- 
ther/' cried the knight across the water. 

'' So much the better," said the fisherman ; " but now 
nake baste, and bring her oyer to me upon firm ground." 

To this, however. Undine would by no means consent. 
)he declared, that she would rather enter the wild forest 
Iself with the beautiful stranger, than return to the cot- 
tage, where she was so thwarted in her wishes, and from 
irhich the knight would soon or late go away. Then 
throwing her arms round Huldbrand, she sung the fol- 
lowing yerse with the warbling sweetness of a bird : 

** A Rill woidd leave its misty vale, 
And fortimes wild explore ; 
Weary at length it reached the main, 
i^d sought its vale no more." 

The old fisherman wept bitterly at her song ; but his 
emotion seemed to awaken little or no sympathy in her. 
S9ie kissed and caressed her new friend, who at last said to 
her : *^ Undine, if the distress of the old man does not touch 
your heart, it cannot but move mine. We ought to return 
to him." 

She opened her large blue eyes upon him in amaze- 
ment, and spoke at last with a slow and doubtful accent : 
" If you think so, it is well ; all is right to me which you 
think right. But the old man over there must first give 
me his promise that he will allow you, without objection, 

to relate what yon saw in the wood, and Well, other 

thiDgs will settle themselves." 

'* Ck>me — only come !" cried the fisherman to her, 
mable to utter another word. At the same time he 
jtretched his arms wide over the current toward her, and 
to ^ve her assurance that he would do what she required, 
sodded his head : this motion caused his white hair to fall 
strangely over his fSsMse, and Huldbrand could not but re- 
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member the nodding white man of the forest. Without 
allowing any thing, however, to produce in him the least 
confusion, the young knight took the beautiful girl in his 
arms, and bore her across the narrow channel which the 
stream had torn away between her little island and the 
solid shore. The old man fell upon Undine's neck, and 
found it impossible either to express his joy or to kiss her 
enough; even the ancient dame came up and embraced 
the recovered girl most cordially. Every word of censure 
was carefully avoided ; the more so indeed as even Undine, 
forgetting her waywardness, almost overwhelmed her fos- 
ter-parents with caresses and the prattle of tenderness. 

When at length the excess of their joy at recovering 
their child had subsided, morning had already dawned, 
shining upon the waters of the lake ; the tempest had be- 
come hushed ; the small birds sung merrily on the moist 
branches. 

As Undine now insisted upon hearing the recital of the 
knight's promised adventures, the aged couple readily 
agreed to her wish. Breakfast was brought out beneatii 
the trees which stood behind the cottage toward the lake 
on the north, and they sat down to it with contented 
hearts, — Undine at the knight's feet, on the grass. These 
arrangements being made, Huldbrand began his story in 
the following manner: — 

" It is now about eight days since I rode into the fit«e 
imperial city, which lies yonder on the farther side of the 
forest. Soon after my arrival, a splendid tournament and 
running at the ring took place there, and I spared neither 
my horse nor my lance in the encounters. 

" Once, while I was pausing at the lists to rest from 
the brisk exercise, and was handing back my helmet to 
one of my attendants, a female figure of extraordinary 
beauty caught my attention, as, most magnificently attired, 
she stood looking on at one of the balconies. I learned, 
on making inquiry of a person near me, that the name of 
the yoimg lady was Bertalda, and that she was a foster- 
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daughter of one of the powerful dukes of this country. 
She too, I observed, was gazing at me ; and the conse- 
quences were such as we young knights are wont to expe- 
rience ; whatever success in riding I might have had before, 
I was now fevoured with still better fortune. That evening 
I was Bertalda's partner in the dance, and T enjoyed the 
same distinction during the remainder of the festival." 

A sharp pain in his leffc hand, as it hung carelessly be- 
side him, here interrupted Huldbrand's relation, and drew 
his eye to the part affected. Undine had fastened her 
pearly teeth, and not without some keenness too, upon 
one of his fingers, appearing at the same time very gloomy 
and displeased. On a sudden, however, she looked up in 
his eyes with an expression of tender melancholy, and 
whispered almost inaudibly, — 

'* It is all your own fault." 

She then covered her &ce ; and the knight, strangely 
embarrassed and thoughtful, went on with his story : 

** This lady Bertalda of whom I spoke is of a proud 
and wayward spirit. The second day I saw her she plea- 
sed me by no means so much as she had the first, and the 
third day still less. But I continued about her because she 
shewed me more favour than she did any other knight : 
and it so happened that I playfully asked her to give me 
one of her gloves. ' When you have entered the haunted 
forest all alone,' said she; 'when you have explored its 
wonders, and brought me a full account of them, the glove 
is yours.' As to getting her glove, it was of no importance 
to me whatever ; but the word had been spoken, and no 
honoarable knight would permit himself to be urged to 
such a proof of valour a second time." 

** I thought," said Undine, interrupting him, " that she 
loved you." 

" It did appear so," replied Huldbrand. 

** Well !" exclaimed the maiden, laughing, " this is 
beyond belief; she must be very stupid. To drive from 
her one who was dear to her ! And, worse than all, into 
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that ill-omened wood ! The wood and its mysteriesy for all 
I should have cared, might have waited long enough." 

'* Yesterday morning, then," pursued the knight, aoul- 
ing kindly upon Undine, ^^ I set out from the city, my 
enterprise before me. The early light lay rich upon the 
rerdant turf. It shone so rosy on the slender boles of the 
trees, and there was so merry a whispering among the 
leaves, that in my heart I could not but laugh at people 
who feared meeting any thing to terrify them in a spot so 
delicious. ^ I shall soon pass through the forest, and as 
speedily return,' I said to myself in the overflow of joyous 
feeling; and ere I was well aware, I had entered deep 
among the green shades ; while of the plain that lay behind 
me, I was no longer able to catch a glimpse. 

^^ Then the conviction for the first time impressed me, 
that in a forest of so great extent I might very easily be- 
come bewildered, and that this perhaps might be the only 
danger which was likely to threaten those who explored 
its recesses. So I made a halt, and turned myself in the 
direction of the sun, which had meantime risen somewhat 
higher ; and while I was looking up to observe it, I saw 
something black among the boughs of a lofty oak. My 
first thought was, ^ It is a bear !' and I grasped my weapon: 
the object then accosted me from above in a human voiee, 
but in a tone most harsh and hideous ; ^ If I overhead here 
do not gnaw off these dry branches. Sir Noodle, what shall 
we have to roast you with, when midnight eomes V And 
with that it grinned, and made such a rattling with the 
branches, that my courser became mad with afiright, and 
rushed furiously forward with me, before I had time to see 
distinctly what sort of a devil's beast it was." 

** You must not speak so," said the old fisherman, 
crossing himself; his wife did the same, without saying a 
word ; and Undine, while her eye sparkled with delight, 
looked at the knight, and said, ^' The best of the story is, 
however, that as yet they have not roasted you I Go on, 
now, you beautiful knight V* 
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The knight then went on with his adventures : ^' My 
horse was so wild, that he well nigh rushed with me against 
limlM and tronka of tree*. He was dripping with sweat, 
through terror, heat, and the violent straining of his muscles. 
Still he refused to slacken his career. At last, altogether 
bejTond my control, he took his course directly up a stony 
steep ; when suddenly a tall white man flashed before me, 
and threw himself athwart the way my mad steed was 
taking. At this apparition he shuddered with new affright, 
and stopped trembling. I took this chance of recovering 
my command of him, and now for the first time perceived 
that my deliverer, so far from being a white inan, was only 
a brook of silver brightness, foaming near me in its descent 
firom the hill, while it crossed and arrested my horse's course 
with its rush of waters.'' 

^* Thanks, thanks, dear Bbook I" cried Undine, dap- 
ping her little hands. But the old man shook his head, 
and looked down in deep thought. 

'' Hardly had I weU settled myself in my saddle, and 
got the reins in my grasp again," Huldbrand pursued, 
** when a wizard-like dwarf of a man was already standing 
at my side, diminutive and ugly beyond conception, his 
eomplezion of a brownish yellow, and his nose scarcely 
smaller than the rest of him together. The fellow's mouth 
was slit almost from ear to ear ; and he shewed his teeth 
with a grinning smile of idiot courtesy; while he over- 
whelmed me with bows and scrapes innumerable. The 
fiuce now becoming excessively irksome, I thanked him 
in the fewest words I could well use, turned about my 
still trembling charger, and purposed eit)ier to seek ano- 
ther adventure, or, should I meet with none, to take my 
way back to the city ; for the sun, during my wild chase, 
had passed the meridian, and was now hastening toward 
the west. But this villain of a dwarf sprang at the same 
instant, and, with a.tum as rapid as lightning, stood before 
my horse again. ^ Clear the way there !' I cried fiercely ; 
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^ the beast is wild, and will make nothing of running over 
you.' 

^'^Ay, ay!' cried the imp with a snarl, and snorting 
out a laugh still more frightfully idiotic ; * pay me, ^t 
pay what you owe me, — I stopped your fine little nag for 
you; without my help, both you and he would be now 
sprawling below there in that stony ravine. Hu! from 
what a horrible plunge IVe saved you I' 

" 'Well, don't make any more faces,' said I, * but take 
your money and be off, though every word you say is false. 
It was the brook there, you miserable thing, and not you, 
that saved me.' — And at the same time I dropped a piece 
of gold into his wizard cap, which he had taken from his 
head while he was begging before me. 

'' I then trotted off and left him ; but he screamed after 
me ; and on a sudden, with inconceivable quickness, he 
was close by my side. I started my horse into a gallop. 
He galloped on with me, though it seemed with great dif- 
ficulty ; and with a strange movement, half ludicrous and 
half horrible, forcing at the same time every limb and fea- 
ture into distortion, he held up the gold piece, and screamed 
at every leap, ' Counterfeit ! false ! false coin ! counterfeit !' 
and such was the strange sound that issued from his hollow 
breast, you would have supposed that at every scream he 
must have tumbled upon the ground dead. All this while, 
his disgusting red tongue hung lolling from his mouth. 

" I stopped, bewildered, and asked, ' What do you 
mean by this screaming? Take another piece of gold, — 
take two, but leave me !' 

'^ He then began again his hideous salutations of cour- 
tesy, and snarled out as before, ' Not gold, it shall not be 
gold, my young gentleman ; I have too much of that trash 
already, as I will shew you in no time.' 

''At that moment, and thought itself could not have 
been more instantaneous, I seemed to have acquired new 
powers of sight. I could see through the solid green plain, 
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as if it were green glass, and the smooth surface of the 
earth were round as a globe ; and within it I saw crowds 
of goblins^ who were pursuing their pastime and making 
themselves merry with silver and gold. They were tum- 
bling and rolling about, heads up and heads down ; they 
pelted one another in sport with the precious metals, and 
with irritating malice blew gold-dust in one another's eyes. 
My odious companion ordered the others to reach him up 
a vast quantity of gold; this he shewed to me with a laugh, 
and then flung it agiain ringing and chinking down the 
measureless abyss. 

" After this contemptuous .disregard of gold, he held up 
the piece I had given him, shewing it to his brother goblins 
below ; and they laughed immoderately at a coin so worth- 
less, and hissed me. At last, raising their fingers all smutched 
with ore, they pointed them at me in scorn ; and wilder 
and wilder, and thicker and thicker, and madder and mad- 
der, the crowd were clambering up to where I sat gazing 
at these wonders. Then terror seized me, as it had before 
seized my horse. I drove my spurs into his sides; and 
how far he rushed with me through the forest, during this 
second of my wild heats, it is impossible to say. 

^' At last, when I had now come to a dead halt again, 
the cool of evening was around me. I caught the gleam 
of a white footpath through the branches of the trees ; and 
presuming it would lead me out of the forest toward the 
city, I was desirous of working my way into it. But a 
face perfectly white and indistinct, with features ever 
changing, kept thrusting itself out and peering at me 
between the leaves. 1 tried to avoid it ; but, wherever I 
went, there too appeared the unearthly face. I was mad- 
dened with rage at this interruption, and determined to 
drive my steed at the appearance full tilt; when such a 
doud of white foam came rushing upon me and my horse, 
that we were almost blinded, and glad to turn about and 
escape. Thus, from step to step, it forced us on, and ever 
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aside from the footpath, leaving us, for the most part, only 
one direction open. When we advanced in this, it kept 
following close behind us, yet did not occasion the smaller 
harm or inconvenience. 

'^ When at times I looked about me at the form, I peiv 
ceived that the white face, which had splashed upon us its 
shower of foam, was resting on a body equally white, and 
of more than gigantic size. Many a time, too, I received 
the impression that the whole appearance was nothing more 
than a wandering stream or torrent ; but respecting this I 
could never attain to any certainty. We both of us, horse 
and rider, became weary, as we shaped our course accord- 
ing to the movements of the white man, who continued 
nodding his head at us, as if he would say, ' Quite right P 
And thus, at length, we came out here, at the edge of the 
wood, where I saw the fresh turf, the waters of the lake, 
and your little cottage, and where the tall white man dis- 
appeared." 

" Well, Heaven be praised that he is gone !" cried the 
old fisherman ; and he now began to talk of how his guest 
could most conveniently return to his friends in the city. 
Upon this, Undine began laughing to herself, but so very 
low, that the sound was hardly perceivable. Huldbrand 
observing it, said, ^^I thought you were glad to see me 
here ; why, then, do you now appear so happy, when our 
talk turns upon my going away?" 

" Because you cannot go away," answered Undine. 
" Pray make a single attempt ; try with a boat, with your 
horse, or alone, as you please, to cross that forest-stream 
which has burst its bounds. Or rather, make no trial at 
all ; for you would be dashed to pieces by the stones and 
trunks of trees which you see driven on with such violence. 
And as to the lake, I know that well; even my father 
dares not venture out with his boat far enough to help 
you." 

Huldbrand rose, smiling, in order to look about and 
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observe whether the state of things were such as Undine 
had represented it to be. The old man accompanied him ; 
and the maiden went merrily dancing beside them. They 
found all, in fact, just as Undine had said ; and that the 
knight, whether willing or not willing, must submit to 
remaining on the island, so lately a peninsula, until the 
flood should subside. 

When the three were now returning to the cottage after 
their ramble, the knight whispered in the ear of the little 
maiden, "Well, dear Undine, are you angry at my re- 
maining?'' 

^' Ah,'' she pettishly replied, " do not speak to me ! If 
I had not bitten you, who knows what fine things you 
would have put into your story about Bertalda ?" 



CHAPTER III. 

It may have happened to thee, my dear reader, after being 
much driven to and fro in the world, to reach at length a 
spot where all was well with thee. The love of home and 
of its peaceful joys, innate to all, again sprang up in thy 
heart ; thou thoughtest that thy home was decked with all 
the flowers of childhood, and of that purest, deepest love 
which had grown upon the grraves of thy beloved, and 
iSbat here it was good to live and to build houses. Even if 
ihoa didst err, and hast had bitterly to mourn thy error, 
it is nothing to my -purpose, and thou thyself wilt not like 
to dwell on the sad recoUection. But recall those unspeak* 
ably sweet feelings, that angelic greeting of peace, and 
tliou wilt be able to understand what was the happiness of 
die knight Huldbrand during his abode on that narrow 
dip of land. 

He frequently observed, with heartfelt satisfaction, 
that the forest^stream continued every day to swell and 
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roll on with a more impetuous sweep ; and this forced him 
to prolong his stay on the island. Part of the day he 
wandered ahout with an old cross-how, which he found 
in a corner of the cottage and had repaired, in order to 
shoot the water-fowl that flew over; and all that he was 
lucky enough to hit, he hrought home for a good roast in 
the kitchen. When he came in with his booty, Undine 
seldom failed to greet him with a scolding, because he had 
cruelly deprived the happy joyous little creatures of life as 
they were sporting above in the blue ocean of the air ; nay 
more, she often wept bitterly when she viewed the water- 
fowl dead in his hand. But at other times, when he re- 
turned without having shot any, she gave him a scolding 
equally serious, since, owing to his carelessness and want 
of skill, they must now put up with a dinner of fish. Her 
playful taunts ever touched his heart with delight; the 
more so, as she generally strove to make up for her pre- 
tended ill-humour with endearing caresses. 

The old people saw with pleasure this familiarity of 
Undine and Huldbrand : they looked upon them as be- 
trothed, or even as married, and living with them in their 
old age on their island, now torn off from the mainland. 
The lonelin,ess of his situation strongly impressed also the 
young Huldbrand with the feeling that he was already 
Undine's bridegroom. It seemed to him as if, beyond 
those encompassing floods, there were no other world in 
existence, or at any rate as if he could never cross them, 
and again associate with the world of other men; and 
when at times his grazing steed raised his head and neighed 
to him, seemingly inquiring after his knightly achieve- 
ments and reminding him of them, or when his coat-of- 
arms sternly shone upon him from the embroidery of his 
saddle and the caparisons of his horse, or when his sword 
happened to fall from the nail on which it was hanging in 
the cottage, and flashed on his eye as it slipped from the 
scabbard in its fall, — ^he quieted the doubts of his mind by 
saying to himself: '^ Undine cannot be a fisherman's daugh- 
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ter; she is, in all probability, a native of some remote 
region, and a member of some illustrious fejoaily," 

There was one thing, indeed, to which he had a strong 
aversion: this was, to hear the old dame reproving 
Undine. The wild girl, it is true, commonly laughed at 
the reproof, making no attempt to conceal the extrava- 
gance of her mirth ; but it appeared to him like touching 
his own honour ; and still he found it impossible to blame 
the aged wife of the fisherman, since Undine always de- 
served at least ten times as many reproofs as she re- 
ceived : so he continued to feel in his heart an afiectionate 
tenderness for the ancient mistress of the house, and his 
whole life flowed on in the calm stream of contentment. 

There came, however, an interruption at last. The 
fisherman and the knight had been accustomed at dinner, 
and also in the evening when the wind roared without, as 
it rarely failed to do towards night, to enjoy together a 
flask of wine. But now their whole stock, which the fisher- 
man had from time to time brought with him from the 
city, was at last exhausted, and they were both quite out 
<tf humour at the circumstance. That day Undine laughed 
at them excessively, but they were not disposed to join in 
her jests with the same gaiety as usual. Toward evening 
she went out of the cottage, to escape, as she said, the 
sight of two such long and tiresome faces. 

While it was yet twilight, some appearances of a tem- 
pest seemed to be again mustering in the sky, and the 
waves already heaved and roared around them : the knight 
and the fisherman sprang to the door in terror, to bring 
home the maiden, remembering the anguish of that night 
when Huldbrand had first entered the cottage. But Undine 
met them at the same moment, clapping her little hands 
in high glee. 

" What will you give me," she cried, *' to provide you 
with wine? or rather, you need not give me any thing,'' 
sbe continued ; ^' for I am already satisfied, if you look 
more cheerful^ and are in better spirits, than throughout 



30 UNDINE. 

this last most wearisome day. Only come with me ; the 
forest-stream has driven ashore a cask; and I will be 
condemned to sleep through a whole week, if it is not a 
wine-cask." 

The men followed her, and actually found, in a bushy 
cove of the shore, a cask, which inspired them with as 
much joy as if they were sure it contained the generous 
old wine for which they were thirsting. They first of all, 
and with as much expedition as possible, rolled it toward 
the cottage; for heavy clouds were again rising in the 
west, and they could discern the waves of the lake in the 
fading light lifting their white foaming heads, as if look- 
ing out for the rain, which threatened every instant to 
pour upon them. Undine helped the men as much as 
she was able ; and as the shower, with a roar of wind, 
came suddenly sweeping on in rapid pursuit, she raised 
her finger with a merry menace toward the dark mass of 
clouds, and cried : 

" You cloud, you cloud, have a care ! — beware how 
you wet us ; we are some way from shelter yet." 

The old man reproved her for this sally, as a sinful 
presumption; but she laughed to herself softly, and no 
mischief came from her wild behaviour. Nay more, what 
was beyond their expectation, they reached tiieir comfort- 
able hearth unwet, with their prize secured ; but the cask 
had hardly been broached, and proved to contain wine of 
a remarkably fine fiavour, when the rain first poured unre- 
strained from the black cloud, the tempest raved through 
the tops of the trees, and swept far over the billows of the 
deep. 

Having immediately filled several bottles from the 
cask, which promised them a supply for a long time, they 
drew round the glowing hearth ; and, comfortably secured 
from the tempest, they sat tasting the flavour of their 
wine and bandying jests. 

But the old fisherman suddenly became extremely 
grave, and said : '^ Ah, great God ! here we sit, rejoicing 
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oret this rich gift, while he to whom it first belonged, and 
from whom it was wrested by the fury of the stream, must 
there also, it is more than probable, have lost his life/' 

'^ No such thing," said Undine, smiling, as she filled 
the knight's cup to the brim. 

But he exclaimed : " By my unsullied honour, old &ther, 
if I knew where to find and rescue him, no fear of expo- 
sore to the night, nor any peril, should deter me from 
making the attempt. At least, I can promise you that if 
I again reach an inhabited country, I will find out the 
owner of this wine or his heirs, and make double and 
triple reimbursement." 

The old man was gratified with this assurance ; he gave 
the knight a nod of approbation, and now drained his cup 
with an easier conscience and more relish. 

If ndine, however, said to Huldbrand : ^^ As to the re-^ 
payment and your gold, you may do whatever you like. 
Bat what you said about your venturing out, and search- 
ing, and exposing yourself to danger, appears to me for 
from wise. I should cry my very eyes out, should you 
perish in such a wild attempt ; and is it not true that you 
would prefer staying here with me and the good wine V 

" Most assuredly,'* answered Huldbrand, smiling. 

** Then, you see," replied Undine, " you spoke im- 
idsely. For charity begins at home; and why need we 
trouUe ourselves about our neighbours ?" 

The mistress of the house turned away from her, sigh- 
ing and shaking her head ; while the fisherman forgot his 
wonted indulgence toward the graceful maiden, and thus 
rdmked her : 

" That sounds exactly as if you had been brought up 
by heathens and Turks;" and he finished his reproof by 
adding, " May God forgive both me and you, — unfeeling 
difld !" 

" Well, say what you will, that is what / think and 
fbeJ," replied Undine, " whoever brought me up ; and all 
ycntt talking cannot help it." 



I 
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^^ Silence !" exclaimed the fishermaiiy in ayoice of stern 
rebuke; and she, who with all her wild spirit was ex- 
tremely alive to fear, shrank from him, moved dose up to 
Huldbrand, trembling, and said very softly : 

" Are you also angry, dear friend V 

The knight pressed her soft hand, and tenderly stroked 
her locks. He was unable to utter a word, for his vexa- 
tion, arising from the old man's severity toward Undine, 
closed his lips ; and thus the two couple sat opposite to 
each other, at once heated with anger and in embarrassed 
silence. 

In the midst of this stillness a low knocking at the 
door startled them all ; for there are times when a slight 
circumstance, coming unexpectedly upon us, startles us 
like something supernatural. But there was the further 
source of alarm, that the enchanted forest lay so near them, 
and that their place of abode seemed at present inacces- 
sible to any human being. While they were looking upon 
one another in doubt, the knocking was again heard, a4> 
companied with a deep groan. The knight sprang to seize 
his sword. But the old man said, in a low whisper : 

<' If it be what I fear it is, no weapon of yours can 
protect us." 

Undine in the mean while went to the door, and cried 
with the firm voice of fearless displeasure: " Spirits of the 
earth ! if mischief be your aim, KUhlebom shall teach you 
better manners.'' 

The terror of the rest was increased by this wild speech; 
they looked fearfully upon the girl, and Huldbrand was 
just recovering presence of mind enough to ask what she 
meant, when a voice reached them from without : 

^< I am no spirit of the earth, though a spirit still in its 
earthly body. You that are within the cottage there, if 
you fear God and would afford me assistance, open your 
door to me.'' 

By the time these words were spoken, Undine had 
already opened it ; and the lamp throwing a strong light 
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upon the stonny night, they perceived an aged priest 
without, who stepped back in terror, when his eye fell 
on the unexpected sight of a little damsel of such exqui- 
site beauty. Well might he think there must be magic 
io the wind, and witchcraft at work, when a form of such 
sarpassing loveliness appeared at the door of so humble a 
dwelling. So he lifted up his voice in prayer : 

" Let all good spirits praise the Lord God V 

^^ I am no spectre," said Undine, with a smile. " Do 
I look so very frightful? And you see that I do not shrink 
from holy words. I too have knowledge of God, and un- 
derstand the duty of praising him ; every one, to be sure, 
has his own way of doing this, for so He has created us. 
Come in^ father ; you will find none but worthy people 
here." 

The holy man came bowing in, and cast round a glanoe 
of scrutiny, wearing at the same time a very placid and 
venerable air. But water was dropping from every fold 
of his dark garments, from his long white beard and the 
white locks of his hair. The fisherman and the knight 
took him to another apartment, and furnished him with a 
change of raiment, while they gave his own clothes to the 
women to dry. The aged stranger thanked them in a 
manner the most humble and courteous ; but on the knight's 
offering him his splendid cloak to wrap round him, he 
could not be persuaded to take it, but chose instead an old 
grey coat that belonged to the fisherman. 

They then returned to the common apartment. The 
mistress of the house immediately offered her great chair 
to the priest, and continued urging it upon him till she 
saw him &irly in possession of it. '< You are old and ex- 
hausted," said she, '^ and are, moreover, a man of God." 

Undine shoved under the stranger's feet her little stool, 
on which at all other times she used to sit near to Huld- 
brand, and shewed herself most gentle and amiable towards 
the old man. Huldbrand whispered some raillery in her 
ear, but she replied gravely : 
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'' He is a minister of that Being who created us all ; and 
holy things are not to be treated with lightness/' 

The knight and the fisherman now refreshed the priest 
with food and wine ; and when he had somewhat recoyered 
his strength and spirits, he began to relate how he had the 
day before set out from his cloister, which was situated fiur 
off beyond the great lake, in order to visit the bishop, and 
acquaint him with the distress into which the cloister and 
its tributary villages had fallen, owing to the extraordinary 
floods. After a long and wearisome wandering, on account 
of the rise of the waters, he had been this day compelled 
toward evening to procure the aid of a couple of boatmen, 
and cross over an arm of the lake which had burst its usufd 
boundary. 

^' But hardly," continued he, '^ had our small ferry- 
boat touched the waves, when that furious tempest burst 
forth which is still raging over our heads. It seemed as if 
the billows had been waiting our approach only to rush on 
us with a madness the more wild. The oars were wrested 
from the grasp of my men in an instant ; and shivered by 
the resistless force, they drove farther and farther out be- 
fore us upon the waves. Unable to direct our course^ we 
yielded to the blind power of nature, and seemed to fly over 
the surges toward your distant shore, which we already 
saw looming through the mist and foam of the deep. Then 
it was at last that our boat turned short from its course, 
and rocked with a motion that became more and more 
wild and dizzy : I know not whether it was overset, or the 
violence of the motion threw me overboard. In my agony 
and struggle at the thought of a near and terrible death, 
the waves bore me onward, till I was cast ashore here 
beneath the trees of your island." 

'^ Yes, an island !" cried the fisherman ; ^' a short time 
ago it was only a point of land. But now, since the forest- 
stream and lake have become all but mad^ it appears to be 
entirely changed." 

'^ I observed something of it," replied the priest, ^' as I 
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stole along the shore in the obscurity ; and hearing nothing 
around me but a sort of wild uproar, I perceived at last 
that the noise came from a point, exactly where a beaten 
footpath disappeared. I now caught the light in your 
cottage, and ventured hither, where I cannot sufficiently 
thank my heavenly Father, that, after preserving me from 
the waters, He has also conducted me to such pious people 
as you are ; and the more so, as it is difficult to say whether 
I shall ever behold any other persons in this world except 
you four." 

"What mean you by those words?" asked the fisher- 
man. 

^' Can you tell me, then, how long this commotion of 
the elements will last?" replied the priest. " I am old ; 
the stream of my life may easily sink into the ground and 
vanish, before the overflowing of that forest-stream shall 
subside. And, indeed, it is not impossible that more and 
more of the foaming waters may rush in between you and 
yonder forest, until you are so &r removed from the rest 
of the world, that your small fishing-canoe may be inca- 
pable of imssing over, and the inhabitants of the continent 
entirely forget you in your old age amid the dissipation 
and diversions of life.^' 

At this melancholy foreboding the old lady shrank back 
with a feeling of alarm, crossed herself, and cried, '^ God 
forbid !" 

But the fisherman looked upon her with a smile, and 
said, *^ What a strange being is man ! Suppose the worst 
to happen : our state would not be difierent, at any rate 
your own would not, dear wife, from what it is at present. 
For have you, these many years, been farther from home 
than the border of the forest? And have you seen a single 
haman being beside Undine and myself? It is now only 
a short time since the coming of the knight and the priest. 
They will remain with us, even if we do become a forgotten 
island; so, after all, you will be a gainer." 

D 
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'^ I know not/^ replied the ancient dame ; ^Mt is & 
dismal thought, when brought fairly home to the mind, 
that we are for ever separated from mankind, eyen though 
in fact we never do know nor see them,'' 

« Then you, will remain with us — then you will remain 
with us !'' whispered Undine, in a voice scarcely audible 
and half-singing, while she nestled closer to Huldbrand's 
side. But he was immersed in the deep and strange mu- 
sings of his own mind. The region, on the farther side of 
the forest-river, seemed, since the last words of the priest, 
to have been withdrawing farther and farther, in dim per^ 
spective, from his view ; and the blooming island on which 
he lived grew green and smiled more freshly in his fiuicy. 
His bride glowed like the fairest rose, not of this obscure 
nook only, but even of the whole wide world ; and the 
priest was now present. 

Added to which, the mistress of the family was direct- 
ing an angry glance at Undine, because, even in the pre* 
sence of the priest, she leant so fondly on the knight ; and 
it seemed as if she was on the point of breaking out in 
harsh reproof. Then burst forth from the mouth of Huld- 
brand, as he turned to the priest, '^ Father, you here see 
before you an affianced pair ; and if this maiden and these 
good old people have no objection, you shall unite us this 
very evening." 

The aged couple were both exceedingly surprised. They 
had often, it is true, thought of this, but as yet they had 
never mentioned it ; and now when the knight spoke,' it 
came upon them like something wholly new and unex- 
pected. Undine became suddenly grave, and looked down 
thoughtfully, while the priest made inquiries respecting 
the circumstances of their acquaintance, and asked the old 
people whether they gave their consent to the union. After 
a great number of questions and answers, the afiair was 
arranged to the satisfaction of all ; and the mistress of the 
house went to prepare the bridal apartment for the young 
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couple, and also, with a view to grace the nuptial solemnity, 
to seek for two consecrated tapers, which she had for a 
long time kept by her, for this occasion. 

The knight in the mean while busied himself about his 
golden chain, for the purpose of disengaging two of its 
links, that he might make an exchange of rings with his 
bride. But when she saw his object, she started from her 
trance of musing, and exclaimed, — 

*^ Not so ! my parents by no means sent me into the 
world 80 perfectly destitute ; on the contrary, they fore- 
saw, even at that early period, that such a night as this 
would come." 

Thus speaking, she went out of the room, and a moment 
after returned with two costly rings, of which she gave one 
to her bridegroom, and kept the other for herself. The old 
fisherman was beyond measure astonished at this ; and his 
wife, who was just re-entering the room, was even more 
Borprised than he, that neither of them had ever seen these 
jewels in the child's possession. 

*' My parents," said Undine, " sewed these trinkets to 
fliat beautiful raiment which I wore the very day I came 
to you. They also eharged me on no account whatever to 
mention them to any one before my wedding evening. At 
the time of my coming, therefore, I took them off in secret, 
and have kept them concealed to the present hour." 

The priest now cut short all further questioning and 
wondering, while he lighted the consecrated tapers, placed 
them on a table, and ordered the bridal pair to stand op- 
posite to him. He then pronounced the few solemn words 
of the ceremony, and made them one. The elder couple 
gare the younger their blessing; and the bride, gently 
trembling and thoughtful, leaned upon the knight. 

The priest then spoke out : '* You are strange people, 
after all ; for why did you tell me that you were the only 
inhabitants of the island ? So far is this from being true, 
I haTe seen, the whole time I was performing the cere- 
mony, a tall^ stately man, in a white mantle, standing 
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opposite to me, looking in at the window. He mofit be 
still waiting before the door, if peradventare you would 
invite him to come in." 

"God forbid!" cried the old lady, shrinking back; 
the fisherman shook his head, without opening his lips; 
and Huldbrand sprang to the window. It seemed to him 
that he could still discern a white streak, which soon dis* 
appeared in the gloom. He convinced the priest that he 
must have been mistaken in his imj»ression ; and they all 
sat down together round a bright and comfortable hearth* 



CHAPTER IV. 

Before the nuptial ceremony, and during its perform- 
ance, Undine had shewn a modest gentleness and maid- 
enly reserve ; but it now seemed as if all the wayward 
freaks that effervesced within her burst forth with an ex- 
travagance only the more bold and unrestrained. She 
teased her bridegroom, her foster-parents, and even the 
priest, whom she had just now revered so highly, vdth all 
sorts of childish tricks ; but when the ancient dame was 
about to reprove her too frolicsome spirit, the knight, in 
a few words, imposed silence upon her by speaking of 
Undine as his wife. 

The knight was himself, indeed, just as little pleased 
with Undine^s childish behaviour as the rest; but all his 
looks and half-reproachftil words were to no purpose. It 
is true, whenever the bride observed the dissatisfaction of 
her husband, — and this occasionally happened, — she be- 
came more quiet, placed herself beside him, stroked his 
face with caressing fondness, whispered something smil- 
ingly in bis ear, and in this manner smoothed the wrinkles 
that were gathering on his brow. But the moment after, 
some wild whim would make her resume her antic move- 
ments ; and all went worse than before. 
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The priest then spoke in a kind although serious tone : 
** My fair young maiden, surely no one can look on you 
without {Measure ; but remember betimes so to attune your 
soul, that it may produce a harmony ever in accordance 
with the soul of your wedded bridegroom." 

** Soul !" cried Undine, with a laugh. " What you 
say has a remarkably pretty sound ; and for most people, 
too, it may be a very instructive and profitable caution. 
But when a person has no soul at all, how, I pray you, 
can such attuning be then possible? And this, in truth, 
is just my condition." 

The priest was much hurt, but continued silent in holy 
displeasure, and turned away his face from the maiden in 
sorrow. She, however, went up to him with the most 
winning sweetness, and said : 

*' Nay, I entreat you, first listen to me, before you are 
angry with me ; for your anger is painful to me, and you 
ought not to give pain to a creature that has not hurt you. 
Only have patience with me, and I will explain to you 
every word of what I meant." 

It was evident that she had come to say something im- 
portant ; when she suddenly Altered, as if seized with an 
inward shuddering, and burst into a passion of tears. They 
were none of them able to understand the intenseness of 
her feelings ; and, with mingled emotions of fear and anx- 
iety, they gazed on her in silence. Then wiping away her 
tears, and looking earnestly at the priest, she at last said : 

** There must be something lovely, but at the same 
time something most awful, about a soul. In the name 
of God, holy man, were it not better that we never shared 
a gift so mysterious?" 

Again she paused, and restrained her tears, as if wait- 
ing for an answer. All in the cottage had risen from their 
seatSy and stepped back from her with horror. She, how- 
ever, seemed to have eyes for no one but the holy man ; 
an awiiil curiosity was painted on her features, which ap- 
peared terrible to the others. 
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^^ Heavily must the eoul weigh down its possessor/' she 
pursued, when no one returned her any answer — **very 
heavily! — for already its approaching image overshadows 
me with anguish and mourning. And, alas, I have till 
now been so merry and light-hearted!" — And she burst 
into another flood of tears, and covered her face with her 
veil. 

The priest, going up to her with a solemn look, now 
addressed himself to her, and conjured her by the name 
of God most holy, if any spirit of evil possessed her, to re- 
move the light covering from her face. But she sank before 
him on her knees, and repeated after him every sacred ex- 
pression he uttered, giving praise to God, and protesting 
** that she wished well to the whole world." 

The priest then spoke to the knight: ^'Sir bridegroom, 
I leave you alone with her whom I have united to you in 
marriage. So far as I can discover, there is nothing of 
evil in her, but assuredly much that is wonderftil. What 
I recommend to you is — prudence, love, and fidelity." 

Thus speaking, he left the apartment ; and the fisheiw 
man, with his wife, followed him, crossing themselves. 

Undine had sunk upon her knees. She uncovered her 
face, and exclaimed, while she looked fearfully round upon 
Huldbrand, '^ Alas ! you will now refuse to look upon me 
as your own ; and still I have done nothing evil, poor un- 
happy child that I am !" She spoke these words with a 
look so infinitely sweet and touching, that her bridegroom 
forgot both the confession that had shocked and the mys- 
tery that had perplexed him; and hastening to her, he 
raised her in his arms. She smiled through her tears ; and 
that smile was like the morning light playing upon a small 
stream. "You cannot desert me!" she whispered, con- 
fidingly, and stroked the knight's cheeks with her little 
soft hands. He turned away from the frightful thoughts 
that still lurked in the recesses of his soul, and were per^ 
euading him that he had been married to a fairy, or some 
spiteful and mischievous being of the spirit- world. Only 
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this single question, and that almost Unawares, escaped 
from his lips : 

" Dearest Undine, tell me this one thing : what was it 
you meant by * spirits of earth' and 'KUhlebom/ when the 
priest stood knocking at the door?" 

"Tales! mere tales of children!" answered Undine, 
laughing, now quite restored to her wonted gaiety. " I 
first frightened you with them, and you frightened me. 
This is the end of the story and of our nuptial evening." 

** Nay, not so," replied the enamoured knight, extin- 
guishing the tapers, and a thousand times kissing his 
beautiful and beloved bride ; while, lighted by the moon 
that shone brightly through the windows, he bore her into 
their bridal apartment. 

The fresh light of morning awoke the young married 
pair; but Huldbrand lay lost in silent reflection. Whenever 
during the night he had fallen asleep, strange and horrible 
dreams of spectres had disturbed him ; and these shapes, 
grinning at him by stealth, strove to disguise themselves 
as beautiful females ; and from beautiful females they aU 
at once assumed the appearance of dragons. And when 
he started up, aroused by the intrusion of these hideous 
forms, the moonlight shone pale and cold before the win- 
dows without. He looked aflrighted at Undine, in whose 
arms be had fallen asleep ; and she was reposing in un- 
altered beauty and sweetness beside him. Then pressing 
her rosy lips with a light kiss, he again fell into a slumber, 
only to be awakened by new terrors. 

When fully awake, he had thought over this connexion. 
He reproached himself for any doubt that could lead him 
into error in regard to his lovely wife. He also confessed 
to her his injustice ; but she only gave him her fair hand, 
sigfaed deeply, and remained silent. Yet a glance offer- 
vent tenderness, an expression of the soul beaming in her 
eyes, such as he had never witnessed there before, left 
liini in undoubting assurance that Undine bore him no 
m-will. 
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He then rose joyfully^ and, leaving her, went ito the 
common apartment, where the inmates of the house had 
already met. The three were sitting round the hearth 
with an air of anxiety about them, as if they feared trust- 
ing themselves to raise their voice above a low, apprehen- 
sive undertone. The priest appeared to be praying in his 
inmost spirit, with a view to avert some fatal calamity. 
But when they observed the young husband come forth 
so cheerful, they dispelled the cloud that remained upon 
their brows : the old fisherman even began to laugh with 
the knight, till his aged wife herself could not ^elp smil- 
ing with great good-humour. 

Undine had in the mean time got ready, and now en- 
tered the room ; all rose to meet her, but remained fixed 
in perfect admiration — she was so changed, and yet the 
same. The priest, with paternal afiection beaming from 
his countenance, first went up to her ; and as he raised his 
hand to pronounce a blessing, the beautiful bride sank on 
her knees before him with religious awe ; she begged his 
pardon in terms both respectful and submissive for any 
foolish things she might have uttered the evening before, 
and entreated him with emotion to pray for the welfieuv of 
her soul. She then rose, kissed her foster-parents, and, 
after thanking them for all the kindness they had shewn 
her, said : 

'^ O, I now feel in my inmost heart how much, how 
infinitely much, you have done for me, you dear, dear 
friends of my childhood V 

At first she was wholly unable to tear herself away 
from their affectionate caresses ; but the moment she saw 
the good old mother busy in getting breakfast, she went 
to the hearth, applied herself to cooking the food and put- 
ting it on the table, and would not suffer her to take the 
least share in the work. 

She continued in this frame of spirit the whole day: 
calm, kind, attentive — half matronly and half girlish. The 
three who had been longest acquainted with her expected 
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erery instant to see her capricious spirit break out in some 
whimsical change or sportive vagary. But their fears 
were quite unnecessary. Undine continued as mild and 
gentle as an angel. The priest found it all but impos- 
sible to remove his eyes from her; and he often said to 
the bridegroom : 

** ITie bounty of Heaven, sir, through me its unworthy 
iostramenty entrusted to you yesterday an invaluable trea- 
sure ; cherish it as you ought, and it will promote your 
temporal and eternal welfare.'' 

Toward evening Undine was hanging upon the knighf^ 
arm with lowly tenderness, while she drew him gently 
out before the door, where the setting sun shone richly 
over the iresh grass, and upon the high, slender boles of 
the trees. Her emotion was visible : the dew of sadness 
and love swam in her eyes, while a tender and fearful 
secret seemed to hover upon her lips, but was only made 
known by hardly breathed sighs. She led her husband 
fiuther and farther onward without speaking. When he 
asked her questions, she replied only with looks, in which, 
H 18 true, there appeared to be no immediate answer to 
his inquiries, but a whole heaven of love and timid 
devotion. Thus they reached the margin of the swollen 
forest-stream, and the knight was astonished to see it glid- 
ing away with so gentle a murmuring of its waves, that 
no vestige of its former swell and wildness was now dis- 
cernible. 

** By morning it will be wholly drained off," said the 
beantifbl wife, almost weeping, '^ and you will then be 
able to travel, without any thing to hinder you, witherso- 
ever you will." 

** Not without you, dear Undine," replied the knight, 
laughing ; " think, only, were I disposed to leave you, 
both the church and the spiritual powers, the emperor 
and the laws of the realm, would require the fugitive to 
be seized and restored to you." 

** All this depends on you— all depends on you," whig- 
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pered his little companion, half weeping and half smiling. 
^' But I still feel sure that you will not leave me ; I Iotc 
you too deeply to fear that misery. Now bear me oyer 
to that little island which lies before us. There shall the 
decision be made. I could easily, indeed, glide through 
that mere rippling^ of the water without your aid, but it 
is so sweet to lie in your arms ; and should you detennine 
to put nie away, I shall have rested in them once more, 
.... for the last time." 

Huldbrand was so full of strange anxiety and emotion, 
that he knew not what answer to make her. He took 
her in his arms and carried her over, now first realising 
the fact, that this was the same little island from which he 
had borne her back to the old fisherman, the first night of 
his arrival. On the farther side, he placed her -upon the 
soft grass, and was throwing himself lovingly near his 
beautiftil burden ; but she said to him, '^ Not here, but 
opposite me. I shall read my doom in your eyes, even 
before your lips pronounce it: now listen attentively to 
what I shall relate to you." And she began : 

^^ You must know, my own love, that there are beings 
in the elements which bear the strongest resemblance to 
the human race, and which, at the same time, but seldom 
become visible to you. The wonderful salamanders sparkle 
and sport amid the flames ; deep in the earth the meagre 
and malicious gnomes pursue their revels; the forest- 
spirits belong to the air, and wander in the woods ; while 
in the seas, rivers, and streams, live the wide-spread race 
of water-spirits. These last, beneath resounding domes of 
crystal, through which the sky can shine with its sun and 
stars, inhabit a region of light and beauty ; lofty coral- 
trees glow with blue and crimson fruits in their gardens; 
they walk over the pure sand of the sea, among exquisitely 
variegated shells, and amid whatever of beauty the old 
world possessed, such as the present is no more worthy to 
enjoy — creations which the floods covered with their secret 
veils of silver ; and now these noble monuments sparkle 
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Mow, Stately and solemn, and bedewed by the water, 
which loves them, and calls forth from their crevices deli- 
cate moss-flowers and enwreathing tufts of sedge. 

** Now the nation that dwell there are very fair and 
lovely to behold, for the most part more beautiful than 
human beings. Many a fisherman has .been so fortunate 
as to catch a view of a delicate maiden of the waters, while 
she was floating and singing upon the deep. He would 
then spread far the fame of her beauty ; and to such won- 
derful females men are wont to give the name of Undines. 
But what need of saying more ? — You, my dear husband, 
now actually behold an Undine before you." 

The knight would have persuaded himself that his 
lovely wife was under the influence of one of her odd 
whinos, and that she was only amusing herself and him 
with her extravagant inventions. He wished it might be 
so. But with whatever emphasis he said this to himself, 
he still could not credit the hope for a moment : a strange 
shivering shot through his soul ; unable to utter a word, 
he gazed upon the sweet speaker with a fixed eye. She 
shook her head in distress, sighed from her full heart, and 
then proceeded in the following manner : 

** We should be far superior to you, who are another 
nee of the human family, — ^for we also call ourselves hu- 
man beings, as we resemble them in form and features, — 
had we not one evil peculiar to ourselves. Both we and 
the beings I have mentioned as inhabiting the other ele- 
ments, vanish into air at death and go out of existence^ 
spirit and body, so that no vestige of us remains ; and when 
you hereafter awake to a purer state of being, we shall 
remain where sand, and sparks, and wind, and waves 
remain. Thus we have no souls ; the element moves us, 
sad, again, is obedient to our will, while we live, though 
it scatters us like dust when we die ; and as we have no- 
thing to trouble us, we are as merry as nightingales, little 
gokl-fishes, and other pretty children of nature. 

^ But all beings aspire to rise in the scale of existence 
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higher than they are. It was therefore the wish of my 
father, who is a powerful water-prince in the Mediterra- 
nean Sea, that his only daughter should become possessed 
of a soul, although she should have to endure many of the 
sufferings of those who share that gift, 

<' Now the race to which I belong have no other means 
of obtaining a soul than by forming with an individual of 
your own the most intimate union of love. I am now 
possessed of a soul, and my soul thanks you, my best 
beloved, and never shall cease to thank you, if you do 
not render my whole future life miserable. For what will 
become of me, if you avoid and reject me? Still I would 
not keep you as my own by artifice. And should you 
decide to cast me off, then do it now, and return alone to 
the shore. I will plunge into this brook, where my unck 
will receive me; my uncle, who here in the forest, hi 
removed from his other friends, passes his strange and 
solitary existence. But he is powerful, as well as revered 
and beloved by many great rivers ; and as he brought me 
hither to the fisherman a light-hearted and laughing child, 
'he will take me home to my parents a woman, gifted with 
a soul, with power to love and to suffer." 

She was about to add something more, when Huld- 
brand, with the most heartfelt tenderness and love, clasped 
her in his arms, and again bore her back to the shore. 
There, amid tears and kisses, he first swore never to for- 
sake his affectionate wife, and esteemed himself even more 
happy than Pygmalion, for whom Venus gave life to his 
beautiful statue, and thus changed it into a beloved wife. 
Supported by his arm, and in the confidence of affection, 
Undine returned to the cottage ; and now she first realised 
with her whole heart how little cause she had for regretting 
what she had left — the crystal palaces of her mysterions 
father. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Next morning, when Huldbrand awoke from slumber, 
and perceived that his beautiful wife was not by his side, 
he began to give way again to his wild imaginations, — ^that 
his marriage, and even the lovely Undine herself, were only 
shadows without substance — only mere illusions of en-% 
chantment. But she entered the door at the same mo- 
ment, kissed him, seated herself on the bed by his side, 
and said : 

'^ I have been out somewhat early this morning, to see 
whether my uncle keeps his word. He has already re- 
stored the waters of the flood to his own calm channel, and 
he -now flows through the forest a rivulet as before, in a 
lonely and dreamlike current. His friends, too, both of 
the water and the air, have resumed their usual peaceful 
tenonr ; all will again proceed with order and tranquillity ; 
and you can travel homeward, without fear of the flood, 
whenever you choose." 

It seemed to the mind of Huldbrand that he must be in 
some waking dream, so little was he able to understand 
the nature of his wife's strange relative. Notwithstanding 
this, he made no remark upon what she had told him, and 
her surpassing loveliness soon lulled every misgiving and 
discomfort to rest. 

Some time afterward, while he was standing with her 
before the door, and surveying the verdant point of land, 
with its boundary of bright waters, such a feeling of bliss 
came over him in this cradle of his love, that he ex« 
daimed: 

"Shall we, then, so early as to-day begin our journey? 
Why should we ? It is probable that abroad in the world 
we shall find no days more delightful than those we have 
spent in this green isle so secret and so secure. Let us yet 
see the sun go down here two or three times more." 
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^* Just as my lord wills," replied Undine meekly. 
**Only we must remember, that my foster-parents will, at 
all events, see me depart with pain ; and should they now, 
for the first time, discover the true soul in me, and how 
fervently I can now love and honour them, their feeble 
eyes would surely become blind with weeping. As yet 
they consider my present quietness and gentleness as of no 
better promise than they were formerly, — like the calm of 
the lake just while the air remains tranquil, — and they 
will learn soon to cherish a little tree or flower as they 
have cherished me. Let me not, then, make known to 
them this newly bestowed, this loving heart, at the very 
moment they must lose it for this world ; and how could 
I conceal what I have gained, if we continued longer toge- 
ther?" 

Huldbrand yielded to her representation, and went to 
the aged couple to confer with them respecting his jour* 
ney, on which he proposed to set out that very hour. The 
priest offered himself as a companion to the young married 
pair ; and, after taking a short farewell, he held the bridle, 
while the knight lifted his beautiful wife upon his horse; 
and with rapid step they crossed the dry channel with her 
toward the forest. Undine wept in silent but intense 
emotion ; the old people, as she moved away, were more 
clamorous in the expression of their grief. They appeared 
to feel, at the moment of separation, all that they were 
losing in their affectionate foster-daughter. 

The three travellers had reached the thickest shades of 
the forest without interchanging a word. It must have 
been a fair sight, in that hall of leafy verdure, to see this 
lovely woman's form sitting on the noble and richly orna- 
mented steed, on her right hand the venerable priest in 
the white garb of his order, on her left the blooming young 
knight, clad in splendid raiment of scarlet, gold, and vio- 
let, girt with a sword that flashed in the sun, and atten- 
tively walking beside her. Huldbrand had no eyes but 
for his wife ; Undine, who had dried her tears of tender- 
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nees, had no eyes but for him ; and they soon entered into 
the still and voiceless converse of looks and gestures^ from 
which, after some time, they were awakened by the low 
discourse which the priest was holding with a fourth tra- 
veller, who had meanwhile joined them unobserved. 

He wore a white gown, resembling in form the dress 
of the priests' order, except that his hood hung very low 
over his fiEu^e, and that the whole drapery floated in such 
wide folds around him as obliged him every moment to 
gather it up and throw it over his arm, or by some ma^ 
nagement of this sort to get it out of his way, and still it 
did not seem in the least to impede his movements. When 
the young couple became aware of hb presence, he was 
Baying: 

^^ And 80, venerable sir, many as have been the years 
I have dwelt here in this forest, I have never received the 
name of hermit in your sense of the word. For, as I said 
before, I know nothing of penance, and I think, too, that 
I have no particular need of it. Do you ask me why I 
am 80 attached to the forest? It is because its scenery is 
80 peculiarly picturesque, and affords me so much pastime 
when, in my floating white garments, I pass through its 
world of leaves and dusky shadows ; — and when a sweet 
sunbeam glances down upon me, at times, unexpectedly." 

** You are a very singular man," replied the priest, 
^ and I should like to have a more intimate acquaintance 
with you." 

** And who, then, may you be yourself, to pass from 
one thing to another ?" inquired the stranger. 

^^ I am called Father Heilmann," answered the holy 
man ; ^' and I am from the cloister of Our Lady of the 
Salutation, beyond the lake." 

" Well, well," replied the stranger, *' my name is 
Kiihlebom ; and were I a stickler for the nice distinctions 
of rank, I might, with equal propriety, require you to 
give me the title of noble lord of Kiihlebom, or free lord 
of Kiihleborn ; for I am as free as the birds in the forest. 
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and, it may be, a trifle more so. For example, I now 
have something to tell that young lady there." And be- 
fore they were aware of his purpose, he was on the other 
side of the priest, close to Undine, and stretching himself 
high into the air, in order to whisper something in her 
ear. But she shrunk from him in terror, and exclaimed : 

" I have nothing more to do with you.*' 

" Ho, ho," cried the stranger, with a laugh, *' you 
have made a grand marriage indeed, since you no longer 
know your own relations! Have you no recollection, 
then, of your uncle Kiihleborn, who so faithfully bore 
you on his back to this region ?" 

" However that may be," replied Undine, " I entreat 
you never to appear in my presence again. I am now 
afraid of you ; and will not my husband fear and forsake 
me, if he s^es me associate with such strange company and 
kindred?" 

'* You must not forget, my little niece," said Kiihleborn, 
^^ that I am with you here as a guide ; otherwise those 
madcap spirits of the earth, the gnomes that haunt this 
forest, would play you some of their mischievous pranks. 
Let me therefore still accompany you in peace. Even the 
old priest there had a better recollection of me than you 
appear to have ; for he just now assured me that I seemed 
to be very familiar to him, and that I must have been with 
him in the ferry-boat, out of which he tumbled into the 
waves. He certainly did see me there ; for I was no other 
than the water-spout that tore him out of it, and kept him 
from sinking, while I safely wafted him ashore to your 
wedding." 

Undine and the knight turned their eyes upon Pather 
Heilmann ; but he appeared to be moving forward, just as 
if he were dreaming or walking in his sleep, and no longer 
to be conscious of a word that was spoken. Undine then 
said to Kiihlebom : " I already see yonder the end of the 
forest. We have no further need of your assistance, and 
nothing now gives us alarm but yourself. I therefore be-^ 
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seech you, by our mutual love and good-will, to vanish, 
and allow us to proceed in peace/' 

Kiihlebom seemed to become angry at this : he darted 
a frightfid look at Undine, and grinned fiercely upon her. 
She shrieked aloud, and called her husband to protect her. 
The knight sprung round the horse as quick as lightning, 
and, brandishing his sword, struck at KUhlebom's head. 
Bnt, instead of severing it from his body, the sword merely 
flashed through a torrent, which rushed foaming near them 
from a lofty cliff; and with a splash, which much resem- 
Ued in sound a burst of laughter, the stream all at once 
poured upon them, and gave them a thorough wetting. 
The priest, as if suddenly awaking from a trance, coolly 
observed : " This is what I have been some time expect- 
ing, because the brook has descended from the steep so 
dose beside us, — though at first sight, indeed, it appeared 
to resemble a man, and to possess the power of speech.^' 

As the water&ll came rushing from its crag, it dis- 
tinetly uttered these words in Huldbrand's ear: ^' Hash 
knight I valiant knight ! I am not angry with you ; I have 
no quarrel with you ; only continue to defend your lovely 
litde wife with the same spirit, you bold knight! you 
▼alknt champion V 

After advancing a few steps farther, the travellers came 
out upon open ground. The imperial city lay bright be- 
fore Ihem ; and the evening sun, which gilded its towers 
infh gold, kindly dried their garments that had been so 
completely drenched. 

The sudden disappearance of the young knight, Huld- 
lirand of Ringstetten, had occasioned much remark in the 
imperial city, and no small concern amongst those who, as 
wdl on account of his expertness in tourney and dance as 
of his mild and amiable manners, had become attached to 
Hm. His attendants were unwilling to quit the place 
inthout their master, although not a soul of them had 
been courageous enough to follow him into the fearful 
of the forest. They remained, therefore, at the 
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hostelry; idly hoping, as men are wont to do, and keeping 
the fate of their lost lord fresh in remembrance by theii 
lamentations. 

Now when the violent storms and floods had been ob-* 
served immediately after his departure, the destmction oi 
the handsome stranger became all but certain ; even Ber- 
talda had openly discovered her sorrow, and detested her- 
self for having been the cause of his taking that fatal ex- 
cursion into the forest. Her foster-parents, the duke and 
duchess, had meanwhile come to take her away ; but Ber- 
talda persuaded them to remain with her until some certain 
news of Huldbrand should be obtained, whether he were 
living or dead. She endeavoured also to prevail upon se- 
veral young knights, who were assiduous in courting hei 
favour, to go in quest of the noble adventurer in the forest 
But she refused to pledge her hand as the reward of the 
enterprise, because she still cherished, it might be, a hope 
of its being claimed by the returning knight ; and no cm 
would consent, for a glove, a riband, or even a kissi U 
expose his life to bring back so very dangerous a rival. 

When Huldbrand now made his sudden and unexpectec 
appearance, his attendants, the inhabitants of the city, anc 
almost every one, rejoiced. This was not the case witl 
Bertalda ; for although it might be quite a welcome even 
to others that he brought with him a wife of such exquisiti 
loveliness, and Father Heilmann as a witness of their mar< 
riage, Bertalda could not but view the afiair with grie 
and vexation. She had, in truth, become attached to ib< 
young knight with her whole soul ; and her mourning foi 
his absence, or supposed death, had shewn this more thai 
she could now have wished. 

But notwithstanding all this, she conducted hersel 
like a wise maiden in circumstances of such delicacy, an( 
lived on the most friendly terms with Undine, whom thi 
whole city looked upon as a princess that Huldbrand hac 
rescued in the forest from some evil enchantment. When< 
ever any one questioned either herself or her husband re 
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kdye to surmises of this nature, they had wisdom enough 
to remain silent, or wit enough to evade the inquiries. The 
lips of Father Heilmann had been sealed in regard to idle 
gossip of every kind ; and besides, on Huldbrand's arrival, 
be had immediately returned to his cloister: so that people 
were obliged to rest contented with their own wild conjec- 
tures ; and even Bertalda herself ascertained nothing more 
of the truth than others. 

For the rest, Undine daily felt more love for the fair 
maiden. *'We must have been before acquainted with 
each other," she often used to say to her, " or else there 
nnut be some mysterious connexion between us ; for it is 
ineredible that any one so perfectly without cause — I mean, 
nithout some deep and secret cause — should be so fondly 
attached to another as I have been to you from the first 
moment of our meeting." 

And even Bertalda could not deny that she felt a con- 
fiding impulse, an attraction of tenderness, toward Undine, 
Bmch as she deemed this fortunate rival the cause of her 
bitterest disappointment. Under the influence of this mu- 
toal regard, they found means to persuade, the one her 
Iwter-parents, and the other her husband, to defer the 
day of separation to a period more and more remote ; nay 
morey they had already begun to talk of a plan for Ber- 
talda's accompanying Undine to Castle Hingstetten, near 
one of the sources of the Danube. 

Once on a fine evening they happened to be talking 
over their scheme just as they passed the high trees that 
bordered the public walk. The young married pair, though 
it was somewhat late, had called upon Bertalda to invite 
ber to share their enjoyment ; and all three proceeded fa- 
iBiliarly up and down beneath the dark blue heaven, not 
iddom interrupted in their converse by the admiration 
wbich they could not but bestow upon the magnificent 
fountain in the middle of the square, and upon the won- 
derfiil rush and shooting upward of its water. All was 
sweet and soothing to their minds. Among the shadows 
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of the trees stole in glimmerings of light from the adjacent 
houses. A low murmur as of children at play, and of other 
persons who were enjoying their walk, floated around 
them — they were so alone, and yet sharing so much of 
social happiness in the bright and stirring world, that 
whatever had appeared rough by day, now became smooth 
of its own accord. And the three friends could no longer 
see the slightest cause for hesitation in regard to Bertalda's 
taking the journey. 

At that instant, while they were just fixing the day 
of their departure, a tall man approached them from the 
middle of the square, bowed respectfully to the company, 
and spoke something in the young bride's ear. Though 
displeased with the interruption and its cause, she walked 
aside a few steps with the stranger; and both began to 
whisper, as it seemed, in a foreign tongue. Huldbrand 
thought he recognised the strange man of the forest; and 
he gazed upon him so fixedly, that he neither heard nor 
answered the astonished inquiries of Bertalda. All at once 
Undine clapped her hands with delight, and turned back 
from the stranger, laughing: he, frequently shaking his 
head, retired with a hasty step and discontented air, and 
descended into the fountain. Huldbrand now felt per- 
fectly certain that his conjecture was correct. But Ber- 
talda asked : 

" What, then, dear Undine, did the master of the foun- 
tain wish to say to you V 

Undine laughed within herself, and made answer : "The 
day after to-morrow, my dear child, when the anniversary 
of your name-day returns, you shall be informed." And 
this was all she could be prevailed upon to disclose. She 
merely asked Bertalda to dinner on the appointed day, 
and requested her to invite her foster-parents; and soon 
afterward they separated. 

'* Kiihlebom ?" said Huldbrand to his lovely wife, with 
an inward shudder, when they had taken leave of Bertalda, 
and were now going home through the darkening streets. 
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" Yes, it was he," answered Undine ; " and he would 
have wearied me with his foolish warnings. But, in the 
midst, quite contrary to his intentions, he delighted me 
with a most welcome piece of news. If you, my dear 
lord and husband, wish me to acquaint you with it now, 
you need only command me, and I will freely and from 
my heart tell you all without reserve. But would you 
confer upon your Undine a very, very great pleasure, wait 
till the day after to-morrow, and then you too shall have 
your share of the surprise." 

The knight was quite willing to gratify his wife in what 
she had asked so sweetly. And even as she was falling 
asleep, she murmured to herself, with a smile : '* How she 
will rejoice and be astonished at what her master of the 
fountain has told me! — dear, dear Bertalda!" 



CHAPTER VI. 

Thb company were sitting at dinner. Bertalda, adorned 
with jewels and flowers without number, the presents of 
her foster-parents and friends, and looking like some god- 
dess of spring, sat beside Undine and Huldbrand at the 
head of the table. When the sumptuous repast was ended, 
and the dessert was placed before them, permission was 
given that the doors should be left open : this was in ac- 
cordance with the good old custom in Germany, that the 
common people might see and rejoice in the festivity of 
their superiors. Among these spectators the servants car- 
ried round cake and wine. 

Huldbrand and Bertalda waited with secret impatience 
for the promised explanation, and hardly moved their eyes 
from Undine. But she still continued silent, and merely 
snuled to herself with secret and heartfelt satisfaction. All 
who were made acquainted with the promise she had given 
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could perceive that she was every moment on the point 
of revealing a happy secret ; and yet, as children some- 
times delay tasting their choicest dainties, she still with- 
held the communication. Bertalda and Huldbrand shared 
the same delightful feeling, while in anxious hope they 
were expecting the unknown disclosure which they were 
to receive from the lips of their friend. 

At this moment several of the company pressed Undine 
to sing. This she seemed pleased at; and ordering her 
lute to be brought, she sang the following words : — 

** Morning so bright, 
Wild flowers so gay, 
Where high grass so dewy 
Crowns the wavy lake's border. 

On the meadow's verdant bosom 
What glimmers there so white ? 
Have wreaths of snowy blossoms, 
Soft-floating, fallen from heaven ? 

Ah, see ! a tender infant ! — 

It plays with flowers, miwitting ; 

It strives to grasp mom's golden beams. 

O where, sweet stranger, where's your home ? 

Afar from unknown shores 

The waves have wafted hither 

This helpless little one. 

Nay, clasp not, tender darling, 
With tiny hand the flowers ! 
No hand returns the pressure, 
The flowers are strange and mute. 

They clothe themselves in beauty. 

They breathe a rich perfume ; 

But cannot fold around you 

A mother's loving arms ; — 

Far, far away that mother's fond embrace. 
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Life's early dawn just opening faint, 
Your eye yet beaming Heaven's own smile, 
So soon your tenderest guardians gone ; 
Severe, poor child, your fate,— 
All, all to you unknown, 

A noble duke has crossed the mead, 

And near you checked his steed's career : 

Wonder and pity touch his heart ; 

With knowledge high, and manners pure. 

He rears you, — ^makes his castle-home your own. 

How great, how infinite your gain ! 
Of all the land you bloom the loveliest ; 
Yet, ah ! the priceless blessing, 
The bliss of parents' fondness. 
You left on strands unknown !'* 

QlidiDe let fall her lute with a melanclioly smile. The 
» of Bertalda's noble foster-parents were filled with 

8. 

* Ah yes, it was so, — such was the morning on which 
und you, poor orphan!" cried the duke, with deep 
tion ; '^ the beautiful singer is certainly right : still 

' The priceless blessing. 
The bliss of parents' fondness,' 

as beyond our power to give you/* 

' But we must hear, also, what happened to the poor 

mts,'' said Undine, as she struck the chords, and sung : 

** Through her chambers roams the mother, 
Searching, searching every where ; 
Seeks, and knows not what, with yearning. 
Childless house still finding Ihere. 

Childless house ! — O sound of anguish ! 

She alone the anguish knows. 
There by day who led her dear one, 

There who rock'd its night-repose. 
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Beechen buds again are swellings 

Sunshine warms again the shore ; 
Ah, fond mother, cease your searching ! 

Comes the lov'd and lost no more. 

Then when airs of eve are fresh' ning, 

Home the father wends his way, 
While with smiles his woe he*s veiling, 

Gushing tears his heart betray. 

Well he knows, within his dwelling. 

Still as death he'll find the gloom, 
Only hear the mother moaning, — 

No sweet babe to smile him home.'' 

" O tell me, in the name of Heaven tell me, Undine, 
where are my parents?" cried the weeping Bertalda. "You 
certainly know ; you must have discovered them, you won- 
derful being; for otherwise you would never have thus 
torn my heart. Can they be already here ? May I believe 
it possible?" Her eye glanced rapidly over the brilliant 
company, and rested upon a lady of bigh rank who was 
sitting next to her foster-father. 

Then, bending her head, Undine beckoned toward the 
door, while her eyes overflowed with the sweetest emotion. 
"Where, then, are the poor parents waiting?" she asked; 
and the old fisherman, hesitating, advanced, with his wife, 
from the crowd of spectators. They looked inquiringly, 
now at Undine, and now at the beautiful lady who was 
said to be their daughter. 

" It is she ! it is she there before you !" exclaimed 
the restorer of their child, her voice half choked with rap- 
ture. And both the aged parents embraced their recovered 
daughter, weeping aloud and praising God. 

But, terrified and indignant, Bertalda tore herself from 
their arms. Such a discovery was too much for her proud 
spirit to bear, — especially at the moment when she had 
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doubtless expected to see her former splendour increased, 
and when hope was picturing to her nothing less brilliant 
than a royal canopy and a crown. It seemed to her as if 
her rival had contrived all this on purpose to humble her 
before Huldbrand and the whole world. She reproached 
Undine ; she reviled the old people ; and even such offen- 
sive words as " deceiver, bribed and perjured impostors," 
burst from her lips. 

The aged wife of the fisherman then said to herself, in 
a low voice : " Ah, my God, she has become wicked ! and 
yet I feel in my heart that she is my child." 

The old fisherman had meanwhile folded his hands, 
and offered up a silent prayer that she might not be his 
daughter. 

Undine, faint and pale as death, turned from the pa- 
rents to Bertalda, from Bertalda to the parents. She was 
suddenly cast down from all that heaven of happiness in 
which she had been dreaming, and plunged into an agony 
of terror and disappointment which she had never known 
even in dreams. 

"Have you, then, a soul? Have you indeed a soul, 
Bertalda?" she cried again and again to her angry friend, 
as if with vehement effort she would rouse her from a 
sudden delirium or some distracting dream of night, and 
restore her to recollection. 

But when Bertalda became every moment only more 
and more enraged — when the disappointed parents began 
jto weep aloud — and the company, with much warmth of 
dispute, were espousing opposite sides, — she begged, with 
such earnestness and dignity, for the liberty of speaking in 
this her husband's hall, that all around her were in an in- 
stant hushed to silence. She then advanced to the upper 
end of the table, where, both humbled and haughty, Ber- 
talda had seated herself, and, while every eye was fas- 
tened upon her, spoke in the following manner : 

"My friends, you appear dissatisfied and disturbed; 
and you are interrupting, with your strife, a festivity X 
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had hoped would bring joy to you and to me. Ah ! I 
knew nothing of your heartless ways of thinking; and 
never shall I understand them. I am not to blame for 
the mischief this disclosure has done. Believe me, little 
as you may imagine this to be the case, it is wht^y 
owing to yourselves. One word more, therefore, is all I 
have to add ; but this is one that must be spoken : — I have 
uttered nothing but truth. Of the certainty of the fiu^, I 
give you the strongest assurance. No other proof can I 
or wiU I produce ; but this I will affirm in the presence 
of God. The person who gave me this information was 
the very same who decoyed the infant Bertalda into the 
water, and who, after thus taking her from her pareot% 
placed her on the green grass of the meadow, where he 
knew the duke was to pass.'' 

'^She is an enchantress!" cried Bertalda; ^^a witch, 
that has intercourse with evil spirits. She acknowledges it 
herself." 

" Never ! I deny it !" replied Undine, while a whole 
heaven of innocence and truth beamed from her eyes. ^' I 
am no witch ; look upon me, and say if I am." 

^< Then she utters both falsehood and folly," cried Ber- 
talda ; '* and she is unable to prove that I am the child of 
these low people. My noble parents, I entreat you to take 
me from this company, and out of this city, where they do 
nothing but shame me." 

But the aged duke, a man of honourable feeling, re* 
mained unmoved; and his wife remarked: ^'We must 
thoroughly examine into this matter. God forbid that we 
should move a step from this hall before we do so." 

Then the aged wife of the fisherman drew near, made 
a low obeisance to the duchess, and said: ''Noble and 
pious lady, you have opened my heart. Permit me to 
tell you, that if this evil-disposed maiden is my daughter, 
she has a mark like a violet between her shoulders, and 
another of the same kind on the instep of her left foot. If 
she will only consent to go out of the hall with me — " 
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*'I will not consent. to uncover myself before the pea^ 
sant woman/' interrupted Bertalda, haughtily turning her 
back upon her. 

**But before me you certainly will," replied the duchess, 
gravely. " You will follow me into that room, maiden ; 
and the old woman shall go with us.'' 

The three disappeared ; and the rest continued where 
they were, in breathless expectation. In a few minutes 
the females returned — Bertalda pale as death; and the 
duchess said : ^'Justice must be done ; I therefore declare 
that our lady hostess has spoken exact truth. Bertalda 
is the fisherman's daughter ; no further proof is required ; 
and this is all of which, on the present occasion, you need 
to be informed." 

The princely pair went out with their adopted daughter ; 
the fisherman, at a sign from the duke, followed them 
with his wife. The other guests retired in silence, or sup- 
pressing their murmurs ; while Undine sank weeping into 
the arms of Huldbrand. 

The lord of Ringstetten would certainly have been more 
gratified, had the events of this day been different ; but 
even such as they now were, he could by no means look 
upon them as unwelcome, since his lovely wife had shewn 
herself so full of goodness, sweetness, and kindliness. 

** If I have given her a soul," he could not help saying 
to himself, '^ I have assuredly given her a better one than 
my own ;" and now he only thought of soothing and com- 
forting his weeping wife, and of removing her even so early 
as the morrow from a place which, after this cross accident, 
could not fail to be distasteful to her. Yet it is certain that 
the opinion of the public concerning her was not changed. 
As something extraordinary had long before been expected 
of her, the mysterious discovery of Bertalda's parentage 
had occasioned little or no surprise; and every one who 
became acquainted with Bertalda's story, and with the 
violence of her behaviour on that occasion, was only dis* 
gosted and set against her. Of this state of things, how* 
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ever, the knight and his lady were as yet ignorant ; be- 
sides, whether the public condemned Bertalda or herself, 
the one view of the affair would have been as distressing 
to Undine as the other ; and thus they came to the conclu- 
sion, that the wisest course they could take, was to leave 
behind them the walls of the old city with all the speed in 
their power. 

With the earliest beams of morning, abriJliant carri- 
age for Undine drove up to the door of the inn ; the horses 
of Huldbrand and his attendants stood near, stamping the 
pavement, impatient to proceed. The knight was leading 
his beautiful wife from the door, when a fisher-girl came 
up and met them in the way. 

" We have no need of your fish," said Huldbrand, 
accosting her ; " we are this moment setting out on a 
journey." 

Upon this the fisher-girl began to weep bitterly ; and 
then it was that the young couple first perceived it was 
Bertalda. They immediately returned with her to their 
apartment, when she informed them, that, owing to her 
unfeeling and violent conduct of the preceding day, the 
duke and duchess had been so displeased with her, as en- 
tirely to withdraw from her their protection, though not 
before giving her a generous portion. The fisherman, too, 
had received a handsome gift, and had, the evening be- 
fore, set out with his wife for his peninsula. 

" I would have gone with them," she pursued, " but 
the old fisherman, who is said to be my father — " 

" He is, in truth, your father, Bertalda," said Undine, 
interrupting her. " See, the stranger whom you took for 
the master of the water-works gave me all the particulars. 
He wished to dissuade me from taking you with me to 
Castle Ringstetten, and therefore disclosed to me the whole 
mystery." 

" Well then," continued Bertalda, " my father,— if it 
must needs be so, — my father said : ^ I will not take yon 
with me until you are changed. If you will venture to 
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come to us alone through the ill-omened forest, that shall 
be a proof of your having some regard for us. But come 
not to me as a lady ; come merely as a iisher-girl.' I do as 
he bade me ; for since I am abandoned by all the world, 
I will live and die in solitude, a poor fisher-girl, with parents 
equally poor. The forest, indeed, appears very terrible to 
me. Horrible spectres make it their haunt, and I am so 
fearful. But how can I help it? I have only come here 
at this early hour to beg the noble lady of Ringstetten to 
pardon my unbecoming behaviour of yesterday. — Sweet 
lady, I have the fullest persuasion that you meant to do 
me a kindness, but you were not aware how severely you 
would wound me ; and then, in my agony and surprise, so 
many rash and frantic expressions burst from my lips. 
Forgive me, ah forgive me! I am in truth so unhappy 
already. Only consider what I was but yesterday morn- 
ing, what I was even at the beginning of your yesterday^s 
festival, and what I am to-day !" — 

Her words now became inarticulate, lost in a passionate 
flow of tears, while Undine, bitterly weeping with her, 
fell upon her neck. So powerful was her emotion, that it 
was a long time before she could utter a word. At length 
she said: 

" You shall still go with us to Ringstetten ; all shall 
remain just as we lately arranged it ; but say ^ thou' to 
me again, and do not call me * noble lady' any more. 
Consider, we were changed for each other when we were 
children ; even then we were united by a like fate, and we 
will strengthen this union with such close aifection as no 
human power shall dissolve. Only first of all you must go 
with us to Ringstetten. How we shall share all things as 
sisters, we can talk of after we arrive." 

Bertalda looked up to Huldbrand with timid in- 
quiry. He pitied her in her aflliction, took her hand, 
and begged her, tenderly, to entrust herself to him and his 
wife. 

<< We will send a message to your parents,'* continued 
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he, " giving them the reason why you have not come ;"— 
and he would have added more about his worthy Mends 
of the peninsula, when, perceiving that Bertalda shrank 
in distress at the mention of them, he refrained. He took 
her under the arm, lifted her first into the carriage, then 
Undine, and was soon riding blithely beside them; so 
persevering was he, too, in urging forward their driver, 
that in a short time they had left behind them the limits 
of the city, and a crowd of painful recollections ; and now 
the ladies could take delight in the beautiful country which 
their progress was continually presenting. 

After a journey of some days, they arrived, on a fine 
evening, at Castle Ringstetten. The young knight being 
much engaged with the overseers and menials of his esta- 
blishment, Undine and Bertalda were left alone. They 
took a walk upon the high rampart of the fortress, and 
were charmed with the delightful landscape which the 
fertile Suabia spread around them. While they were 
viewing the scene, a tall man drew near, who greeted 
them with respectful civility, and who seemed to Ber- 
talda much to resemble the director of the city foun- 
tain. Still less was the resemblance to be mistaken, when 
Undine, indignant at his intrusion, waved him off with an 
air of menace ; while he, shaking his head, retreated with 
rapid strides, as he had formerly done, then glided among 
the trees of a neighbouring grove and disappeared. 

'* Do not be terrified, Bertalda," said Undine ; " the 
hateful master of the fountain shall do you no harm this 
time." — And then she related to her the particulars of her 
history, and who she was herself, — how Bertalda had 
been taken away from the people of the peninsula, and 
Undine left in her place. This relation at first filled the 
young maiden with amazement and alarm ; she imagined 
her friend must be seized with a sudden madness. But, 
from the consistency of her story, she became more and 
more convinced that all was true, it so well agreed with 
former occurrences, and still more convinced from that 
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inward feeliog with which truth never fails to make itself 
known to us. She could not but view it as an extraordi- 
nary circumstance that she was herself now living, as it 
were, in the midst of one of those wild tales which she 
had formerly heard related. She gazed upon Undine with 
reverence, but could not keep from a shuddering feeling 
which seemed to come between her and her friend; and 
she could not but wonder when the knight, at their even- 
ing repast, shewed himself so kind and full of love towards 
a being who appeared to her, after the discoveries just 
made, more to resemble a phantom of the spirit- world 
than one X)f the human race. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Thb writer of this tale, both because it moves his own 
heart and he wishes it to move that of others, asks a favour 
of you, dear reader. Forgive him if he passes over a con- 
siderable space of time in a few words, and only tells 
you generally what therein happened. He knows well 
that it might be unfolded skilfully, and step by step, how 
Huldbrand's heart began to turn from Undine and towards 
Bertalda — how Bertalda met the young knight with ardent 
love, and how they both looked upon the poor wife as a 
mysterious being, more to be dreaded than pitied — how 
Undine wept, and her tears stung the conscience of her 
bosband, without recalling his former love ; so that though 
at times he shewed kindness to her, a cold shudder soon 
forced him to turn from her to his fellow-mortal Bertalda ; 
—all this, the writer knows, might have been drawn out 
ftdly, and perhaps it ought to have been. But it would 
liave made him too sad ; for he has witnessed such things, 
aod shrinks from recalling even their shadow. Thou know- 
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est, probably, the like feeling, dear reader; for it is the 
lot of mortal man. Happy art thou if thou hast received 
the injury, not inflicted it ; for in this case it is more bles- 
sed to receive than to give. Then only a soft sorrow at 
such a recollection passes through thy heart, and perhaps a 
quiet tear trickles down thy cheek over the faded flowers 
in which thou once so heartily rejoiced. This is enough: 
we will not pierce our hearts with a thousand separate 
stings, but only bear in mind that all happened, as I just 
now said. 

Poor Undine was greatly troubled ; and the other two 
were very far from being happy. Bertalda in particular, 
whenever she was in the slightest degree opposed in her 
wishes, attributed the cause to the jealousy and oppression 
of the injured wife. She was therefore daily in the habit 
of shewing a haughty and imperious demeanour, to which 
Undine yielded with a sad submission; and which was 
generally encouraged strongly by the now blinded Huld- 
brand. 

What disturbed the inmates of the castle still more, 
was the endless variety of wonderful apparitions which 
assailed Huldbrand and Bertalda in the vaulted passages 
of the building, and of which nothing had ever been heard 
before within the memory of man. The tall white man, 
in whom Huldbrand but too plainly recognised Undine's 
uncle Kuhleborn, and Bertalda the spectral master of the 
water-works, often passed before them with threatening 
aspect and gestures ; more especially, however, before Ber- 
talda, so that, through terror, she had several times already 
fallen sick, and had, in consequence, frequently thought of 
quitting the castle. Yet partly because Huldbrand was but 
too dear to her, and she trusted to her innocence, since no 
words of love had passed between them, and partly also 
because she knew not whither to direct her steps, she lin- 
gered where she was. 

The old fisherman, on receiving the message from the 
lord of Ringstetten that Bertalda was his guest, returned 
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answer in some lines almost too illegible to be deciphered^ 
but still the best his advanced life and long disuse of 
writing permitted him to form. 

" I have now become," he wrote, " a poor old widower, 
ibr my beloved and faithful wife is dead. But lonely as 
I now sit in my cottage, I prefer Bertalda's remaining 
where she b, to her living with me. Only let her do 
nothing to hurt my dear Undine, else she will have my 
curse." 

The last words of this letter, Bertalda flung to the 
winds; but the permission to remain from home, which 
her father had granted her, she remembered, and clung 
to^— just as we are all of us wont to do in similar circum- 
stances. 

One day, a few moments after Huldbrand had ridden 
oat, Undine called together the domestics of the family, 
and ordered them to bring a large stone, and carefully to 
coiver with it a magnificent fountain, that was situated in 
the middle of the castle court. The servants objected that 
it would oblige them to bring water from the valley be- 
low. Undine smiled sadly. 

** I am sorry, my friends," replied she, " to increase 
your labour; I would rather bring up the water-vessels 
myself: but this fountain must indeed be closed. Believe 
me when I say that it must be done, and that only by 
doing it we can avoid a greater evil." 

The domestics were all rejoiced to gratify their gentle 
nnstress ; and making no further inquiry, they seized the 
enormous stone. While they were raising it in their 
hands, and were now on the point of adjusting it over the 
fountain, Bertalda came running to the place, and cried, 
with an air of command, that they must stop ; that the 
vater she used, so improving to her complexion, was 
brought from this fountain, and that she would by no 
means allow it to be closed. 

This time, however. Undine, while she shewed her 
Qsiial gentleness, shewed more than her usual resolution : 
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she said it belonged to her, as mistress of the house, to 
direct the household according to her best judgment; and 
that she was accountable in this to no one but her lord 
and husband. 

" See, O pray see/' exclaimed the dissatisfied and in- 
dignant Bertalda, ^^ how the beautiful water is curling 
and curving, winding and waving there, as if disturbed 
at being shut out from the bright sunshine, and firom the 
cheerful view of the human countenance, tor whose mirror 
it was created !" 

In truth the water of the fountain was agitated, and 
foaming, and hissing in a surprising manner; it seemed 
as if there were something within possessing life and will, 
that was struggling to free itself from confinement. But 
Undine only the more earnestly urged the accomplishment 
of her commands. This earnestness was scarcely required. 
The servants of the castle were as happy in obeying their 
gentle lady, as in opposing the haughty spirit of Bertalda; 
and however the latter might scold and threaten, still the 
stone was in a few minutes lying firm over the opening 
of the fountain. Undine leaned thoughtfully over it, and 
wrote with her beautiful fingers on the flat surface. She 
must, however, have had something very sharp and cor- 
rosive in her hand, for when she retired, and the domes- 
tics went up to examine the stone, they discovered vari- 
ous strange characters upon it, which none of them had 
seen there before. 

When the knight returned home, toward evening, Ber- 
talda received him with tears, and complaints of Undine's 
conduct. He cast a severe glance of reproach at his poor 
wife, and she looked down in distress ; yet she said very 
calmly : 

" My lord and husband, you never reprove even a 
bond-slave before you hear his defence; how much less, 
then, your wedded wife !" 

" Speak, what moved you to this singular conduct?" 
said the knight, with a gloomy countenance. 
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*' I could wish to tell you when we are entirely alone," 
said Undine, with a sigh. 

** You can tell me equally well in the presence of Ber^ 
talda,^' he replied. 

** Yes, if you command me," said Undine ; " but do 
not command me — ^pray, pray do not !" 

She looked so humble, affectionate, and obedient, that 
the heart of the knight was touched and softened, as if it 
felt the influence of a ray from better times. He kindly 
took her arm within his, and led her to his apartment, 
where she spoke as follows : 

** You already know something, my beloved lord, of 
Kiihlebom, my evil-disposed uncle, and have often felt 
displeasure at meeting him in the passages of this castle. 
Several times has he terrified Bertalda even to swooning. 
He does this because he possesses no soul, being a mere 
elemental mirror of the outward world, while of the world 
within he can give no reflection. Then, too, he some- 
times observes that you are displeased with me, that in my 
ehOdish weakness I weep at this, and that Bertalda, it may 
be, laughs at the same moment. Hence it is that he ima- 
gines all is wrong with us, and in various ways mixes with 
our circle unbidden. What do I gain by reproving him, 
by shewing displeasure, and sending him away ? He does 
not believe a word I say. His poor nature has no idea 
that the joys and sorrows of love have so sweet a resem- 
blance, and are so intimately connected that no power on 
earth is able to separate them. A smile shines in the midst 
of tears, and a smile calls forth tears from their dwelling- 
place." 

She looked up at Huldbrand, smiling and weeping; 
and he again felt within his heart all the magic of his for- 
mer love. She perceived it, and pressed him more ten- 
derly to her, while with tears of joy she went on thu?: 

" When the disturber of our peace would not be db- 
missed with words, I was obliged to shut the door upon 
bim ; and the only entrance by which he has access to us 
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is that fountain. His connexion with the other water- 
spirits here in this region is cut off by the valleys that 
border upon us ; and his kingdom first commences farther 
off on the Danube, in whose tributary streams some of his 
good friends have their abode. For this reason I caused 
the stone to be placed over the opening of the fountain, 
and inscribed characters upon it, which baffle all the eff:>rt8 
of my suspicious uncle ; so that he now has no power 
of intruding either upon you, or me, or Bertalda. Hu- 
man beings, it is true, notwithstanding the characters I 
have inscribed there, are able to raise the stone without 
any extraordinary trouble; there is nothing to prevent 
them. If you choose, therefore, remove it, according to 
Bertalda's desire ; but she assuredly knows not what she 
asks. The rude Kiihlebom looks with peculiar ill-will 
upon her; and should those things come to pass that he 
has predicted to me, and which may happen without your 
meaning any evil, ah ! dearest, even you yourself would 
be exposed to peril." 

Huldbrand felt the generosity of his gentle wife in the 
depth of his heart, since she had been so active in confin- 
ing her formidable defender, and even at the very moment 
she was reproached for it by Bertalda. He pressed her in 
his arms with the tenderest affection, and said, with emo- 
tion: 

<^The stone shall remain unmoved; all remains, and 
ever shall remain, just as you choose to have it, my sweet- 
est Undine V 

At these long-withheld expressions of tenderness, she 
returned his caresses with lowly delight, and at length 
said : ^^ My dearest husband, since you are so kind and 
indulgent to-day, may I venture to ask a favour of 
you? See now, it is with you as with summer. Even 
amid its highest splendour, summer puts on the flaming 
and thundering crown of glorious tempests, in which it 
strongly resembles a king and god on earth. You, too, 
are sometimes terrible in your rebukes; your eyes flash 
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lightning, while thunder resounds in your voicfe ; and al- 
though this may he quite hecoming to you, I in my folly 
•cannot hut sometimes weep at it. But never, I entreat 
you, hehave thus toward me on a river, or even when we 
are near any water. For if you should, my relations would 
acquire a right over me. They would inexorably tear me 
from you in their fury, because they would conceive that 
one of their race was injured ; and I should be compelled, 
as long as I lived, to dwell below in the crystal palaces, 
and never dare ascend to you again ; or should they send 
me up to you ! — O God ! that would be far worse still. 
No, no, my beloved husband; let it not come to that, if 
your poor Undine is dear to you." 

He solemnly promised to do as she desired ; and, in*^ 
expressibly happy and full of affection, the married pair 
returned, from the apartment. At this very moment, Ber- 
talda came with some work-people whom she had mean- 
while ordered to attend her, and said with a fretful air, 
which she had assumed of late : 

'^Well, now the secret consultation is at an end, the 
Btone may be removed* Go out, workmen, and see to 
it.'' 

The knight, however, highly resenting her imperti- 
nence, said, in brief and very decisive terms: '^The stone 
remains where it is !*^ He reproved Bertalda also for the 
vehemence that she had shewn towards his wife. Where- 
upon the workmen, smiling with secret satisfaction, with- 
drew ; while Bertalda, pale with rage, hurried away to her 
room. 

When the hour of supper came, Bertalda was waited 
for in vain. They sent for her ; but the domestic found 
her apartments empty, and brought back with him only 
a sealed letter, addressed to the knight. He opened it in 
alarm, and read : 

^< I feel with shame that I am only the daughter of a 
poor fisherman. That I for one moment forgot this, I will 
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make expiation in the miserable hut of my parents. Fare- 
well to you and your beautiful wife !" 

Undine was troubled at heart. With eagerness she en* 
treated Huldbrand to hasten after their friend, who had 
flown, and bring her back with him. Alas ! she had no 
occasion to urge him. His passion for Bertalda again boist 
forth with vehemence. He hurried roimd the castle, in- 
quiring whether any one had seen which way the fair fu- 
gitive had gone. He could gain no information ; and was 
already in the court on his horse, determining to take at a 
venture the road by which he had conducted Bertalda to 
the castle, when there appeared a page, who assured him 
that he had met the lady on the path to the Black Valley. 
Swift as an arrow, the km'ght sprang through the gate in 
the direction pointed out, without hearing Undine's voice 
of agony, as she cried after him from the window : 

"To the Black Valley? 0, not there! Huldbrand, 
not there ! Or if you will go, for Heaven's sake take me 
with you \" 

But when she perceived that all her calling was of no 
avail, she ordered her white palfrey to be instantly saddled^ 
and followed the knight, without permitting a single ser^ 
vant to accompany her. 

The Black Valley lies secluded ^ among the mooni- 
tains. What its present name may be, I am unable to say. 
At the time of which I am speaking, the country -people 
gave it this appellation from the deep obscurity produced 
by the shadows of lofty trees, more especially by a crowded 
growth of firs that covered this region of moorland. Even 
the brook, which bubbled between the rocks, assumed the 
same dark hue, and shewed nothing of that cheerful aspect 
which streams are wont to wear that have the blue sky 
immediately over them. 

It was now the dusk of evening; and between the 
heights it had become extremely wild and gloomy. The 
knight, in great anxiety, skirted the border of the brook* 
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He was at one time fearful that, by delay, he should allow 
the fugitive to advance too far before Idm ; and then again, 
in his too eager rapidity, he was afraid he might somewhere 
overlook and pass by her, should she be desirous of con- 
cealing herself from his search. He had in the mean time 
penetrated pretty far into the valley, and might hope soon 
to overtake the maiden, provided he were pursuing the 
right track. The fear, indeed, that he might not as yet 
have gained it, made his heart beat with more and more 
of anxiety. In the stormy night which was now approach- 
Ingy and which always fell more fearfully over this valley, 
where would the delicate Bertalda shelter herself, should 
iie &il to find her? At last, while these thoughts were 
darting across his mind, he saw something white glimmer 
through the branches on the ascent of the mountain. He 
thought he recognised Bertalda's robe; and he directed 
his oourse toward it. But his horse refused to go for- 
ward; he reared with a fury so uncontrollable, and his 
master was so unwilling to lose a moment, that (espe- 
ctaily as he saw the thickets were altogether impassable 
on horseback) he dismounted, and, having fastened his 
snorting steed to an elm, worked his way with caution 
through the matted underwood. The branches, moistened 
by the cold drops of the evening dew, struck against his 
for^ead and cheeks ; distant thunder muttered from the 
farther side of the mountains ; and every thing put on 
io strange an appearance, that he began to feel a dread 
of the white figure, which now lay at a short distance 
from him upon the ground. Still he could see distinctly 
that it was a female, either asleep or in a swoon, and 
dressed in long white garments such as Bertalda had worn 
the past day. Approaching quite near to her, he made a 
rustling with the branches and a ringing with his sword ; 
bnt she did not move. 

^^ Bertalda!" he cried, at first low, then louder and 
louder ; yet she heard him not. At last, when he uttered 
the dear name with an energy yet more powerful, a hollow 
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echo ftom the mountain -summits around the valley re^ 
turned the deadened sound^ '^Bertalda!'' Still the sleeper 
continued insensible. He stooped down ; but the duski- 
ness of the valley and the obscurity of twilight would not 
allow him to distinguish her features. While, with pain- 
ful uncertainty, he was bending over her, a flash of light- 
ning suddenly shot across the valley. By this stream of 
light, he saw a frightfully distorted visage dose to his own; 
and a hoarse voice reached his ear : 

" You enamoured swain, give me a kiss !" Huldbrand 
sprang upon his feet with a cry of horror; and the hideoul 
figure rose with him. 

**Go home!" it cried, with a deep murmur: **the 
fiends are abroad. Go home! or I have you!" And it 
stretched toward him its long white arms. 

" Malicious Kiihlebom V exclaimed the knight, with 
restored energy; " if Kiihlebom you are, what businen 
have you here? — what's your will, you goblin? There) 
take your kiss !" And in fury he struck his sword at the 
form. But it vanished like vapour ; and a rush of wateri 
which wetted him through and through, left him in no 
doubt with what foe he had been engaged. 

" He wishes to frighten me back from my pursuit of 
Bertalda,'' said he to himself; *' he imagines that I shall 
be terrified at his senseless tricks, and resign the poor 
distressed maiden to his power, so that he can wreak his 
vengeance upon her at will. But that he shall not^ weak 
spirit of the flood ! What the heart of man can do, when 
it exerts the full force of its will and of its noblest powers, 
the poor goblin cannot fathom." 

He felt the truth of his words, and that they had in* 
spired his heart with fresh courage. Fortune, too, ap- 
peared to favour him; for, before reaching his fastened 
steed, he distinctly heard the voice of Bertalda, weeping 
not far before him, amid the roar of the thunder and the 
tempest, which every moment increased. He flew swiftly 
toward the sound, and found the trembling maiden, just 
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as she was attempting to dimb the steep^ hoping to escape 
from the dreadful darkness of this valley. He drew near 
her with expressions of love; and bold and proud as her 
resolution had so lately been, she now felt nothing but joy 
that the man whom she so passionately loved should rescue 
her from this frightful solitude, and thus call her back to 
the joyful life in the castle. She followed almost unresist- 
ing, but so spent with fatigue, that the knight was glad to 
bring her to his horse, which he now hastily unfastened 
from the elm, in order to lift the fair wanderer upon him, 
and then to lead him carefully by the reins through the 
imcertain shades of the valley. 

But, owing to the wild apparition of KUhlebom, the 
hone had become wholly unmanageable. Rearing and 
wildly snorting as he was, the knight must have used un- 
cxmimon effort to mount the beast himself; to place the 
trembling Bertalda upon him was impossible. They were 
compelled, therefore, to return home on foot. While with 
one hand the knight drew the steed after him by the bridle, 
he supported the tottering Bertalda with the other. She 
exerted all the strength in her power, in order to escape 
speedily from this vale of terrors. But weariness weighed 
her down like lead ; and all her limbs trembled, partly in 
eonsequence of what she had suffered from the extreme 
tenor which Kiihlebom had already caused her, and partly 
from her present fear at the roar of the tempest and thun- 
der amid the mountain-forest. 

At last she slid from the arm of the knight ; and sink- 
ing upon the moss, she said : " Only let me lie here, my 
noble lord. I suffer the punishment due to my folly ; and 
I must perish here through faintness and dismay.'' 

" Never, gentle lady, will I leave you," cried Huldbrand, 
vainly trying to restrain the liirious animal he was leading ; 
for the horse was all in a foam, and began to chafe more 
ungovernably than before, till the knight was glad to keep 
him at such a distance from the exhausted maiden as to 
tave her from a new alarm* But hardly had he withdrawn 
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Byb steps with the frantic steed, when she began to caH 
after him in the most sorrowful accents, fearful that he 
would actually leave her in this horrible wilderness. He 
was at a loss what course to take. He would gladly have 
given the enraged beast his liberty; he would have let 
him rush away amid the night and exhaust his fury, had 
he not feared that in this narrow defile his iron-shod hooft 
might come thundering over the very spot where Bertalda 
lay. 

In this extreme peril and embarrassment, he heard 
with delight the rumbling wheels of a wagon, as it came 
slowly descending the stony way behind them. He called 
out for help : answer was returned in the deep voice of a 
man, bidding them have patience, but promising assist- 
ance ; and two grey horses soon after shone through the 
bushes, and near them their driver in the white frock of a 
carter ; and next appeared a great sheet of white linen, 
with which the goods he seemed to be conveying were 
covered. The greys, in obedience to a shout from their 
master, stood still. He came up to the knight, and aided 
him in checking the fury of the foaming charger. 

" I know well enough," said he, " what is the matter 
with the brute. The first time I travelled this way, my 
horses were just as wilful and headstrong as yours. The 
reason is, there is a water-spirit haunts this valley, — and 
a wicked wight they say he is, — who takes delight in mis- 
chief and witcheries of this sort. But I have learned a 
charm ; and if you will let me whisper it in your horse's 
ear, he will stand just as quiet as my silver greys there.'' 

<< Try your luck, then, and help us as quickly as poft* 
sible I" said the impatient knight. 

Upon this the wagoner drew down the head of the 
rearing courser close to his own, and spoke some words 
in his ear. The animal instantly stood still and subdued $ 
only his quick panting and smoking sweat shewed his 
recent violence. 

Huldbrand had little time to inquire by what means 



TJNDINB. 77 

-this had been effected. He agreed with the man that he 
should take Bertalda in his wagon, where, as he said, a 
quantity of soft cotton was stowed, and he might in this 
way convey her to Castle Ringstetten : the knight could 
accompany them on horseback. But the horse appeared 
to be too much exhausted to carry his master so far. See- 
ing thisy the man advised him to mount the wagon with 
Bertalda. The horse could be attached to it behind. 

^^ It is down hill,'' said he, '^ and the load for my greys 
will therefore be light." 

The knight accepted his offer, and entered the wagon 
with Bertalda. The horse followed patiently after ; while 
the wagoner, sturdy and attentive, walked beside them. 

Amid the silence and deepening obscurity of the nighty 
the tempest sounding more and more remote, in the com*- 
fortable feeling of their security , a confidential conversation 
arose between Huldbrand and Bertalda. He reproached 
her in the most flattering words for her resentful flight. 
She excused herself with humility and feeling ; and from 
every tone of her voice it shone out, like a lamp guiding 
to the beloved through night and darkness, that Huld- 
brand was still dear to her. The knight felt the aense of 
her words, rather than heard the words themselves, and 
answered simply to this sense. 

Then the wagoner suddenly shouted, with a startling 
voice : " Up, my greys, up with your feet ! Hey, now 
together I — shew your spirit ! — remember who you are !" 

The knight bent over the side of the wagon, and saw 
that the horses had stepped into the midst of a foaming 
stream, and were indeed almost swimming; while the 
wheels of the wagon were rushing round and flashing like 
mill-wheels ; and the wagoner had got on before, to avoid 
the swell of the flood. 

** What sort of a road is this ? It leads into the middle 
<tf the stream V* cried Huldbrand to his guide. 

<* Not at all, sir/' returned he, with a laugh ; ^Mt is 
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just the contrary. The stream is running in the middle of 
our road. Only look ahout you, and see how all is over^ 
flowed !" 

The whole valley, in fact, was in commotion, as the 
waters, suddenly raised and visibly rising, swept over 
it. 

" It is Kiihlebom, that evil water-spirit, who wishes 
to drown us V* exclaimed the knight. " Have you no 
charm of protection against him, firiend V* 

" I have one,'* answered the wagoner ; " but I can- 
not and must not make use of it, before you know who 
I am." 

" Is this a time for riddles ?" cried the knight. « The 
flood is every moment rising higher; and what does it 
tsoncem me to know who you are ?" 

" But mayhap it does concern you, though/' said the 
guide ; " for I am Kiihlebom." 

Thus speaking, he thrust his head into the wagon, and 
laughed with a distorted visage. But the wagon remained 
a wagon no longer; the grey horses were horses no longer; 
all was transformed to foam — all sank into the waters that 
rushed and hissed around them ; while the wagoner him- 
self, rising in the form of a gigantic wave, dragged the 
vainly struggling courser under the waters, then rose again 
huge as a liquid tower, swept over the heads of the float- 
ing pair, and was on the point of burying them irrecover- 
ably beneath it. Then the soft voice of Undine was heard 
tiirough the uproar; the moon emerged from the clouds; 
and by its light Undine was seen on the heights above the 
valley. She rebuked, she threatened the floods below her. 
The menacing and tower-like billow vanished, muttering 
and murmuring ; the waters gently flowed away under the 
beams of the moon ; while Undine, like a hovering white 
dove, flew down from the hill, raised the knight and Ber- 
talda, and bore them to a green spot, where, by her earnest 
eflbrts, she soon restored them and dispelled their terrors. 
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She then assisted Bertalda to mount the white palfrey on 
which she had herself been borne to the valley ,* and thus 
all three returned homeward to Castle Ringstetten. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

After this last adventure, they lived at the castle undis-> 
tnrbed and in peaceful enjoyment. The knight was more 
and more impressed with the heavenly goodness of his 
wife, which she had so nobly shewn by her instant pur- 
suit, and by the rescue she had effected in the Black 
Valley, where the power of Kiihlebom again commenced. 
Undine herself enjoyed that peace and security which 
never £Edls the soul as long as it knows distinctly that it 
is on the right path ; and besides, in the newly awakened 
love and regard of her husband, a thousand gleams of 
hope and joy shone upon her. 

Bertalda, on the other hand, shewed herself grateful, 
humble, and timid, without taking to herself any merit for 
so doing. Whenever Huldbrand or Undine began to ex- 
plain to her their reason for covering the fountain, or their 
adventures in the Black Valley, she would earnestly en- 
treat them to spare her the recital, for the recollection of 
the fountain occasioned her too much shame, and that of 
the Black Valley too much terror. She learnt nothing 
more about either of them; and what would she have 
gained from more knowledge ? Peace and joy had visi- 
bly taken up their abode at Castle Ringstetten. They 
enjoyed their present blessings in perfect security, and 
now imagined that life could produce nothing but pleasant 
flowers and fruits. 

In this happiness, winter came and passed away ; and 
springy with its foliage of tender green, and its heaven 
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of softest blue, succeeded, to gladden the hearts of the 
three inmates of the castle. The season was in har- 
mony with their minds, and their minds imparted their 
own hues to the season. What wonder, then, that its 
storks and swallows inspired them also with a disposition 
to travel? On a bright morning, while they were wan- 
dering down to one of the sources of the Danube, Huld- 
brand spoke of the magnificence of this noble stream, how 
it continued swelling as it flowed through countries en- 
riched by its waters, with what splendour Vienna rose and 
sparkled on its banks, and how it grew lovelier and more 
imposing throughout its progress. 

^^ It must be glorious to trace its course down to Vi- 
enna !" Bertalda exclaimed, with warmth ; but immedi- 
ately resuming the humble and modest demeanour she had 
recently shewn, she paused and blushed in silence. 

This much moved Undine ; and with the liveliest wish 
to gratify her friend, she said, <^ What hinders our taking 
this little voyage?" 

Bertalda leapt up with delight, and the two friends at 
the same moment began painting this enchanting vojrage 
on the Danube in the most brilliant colours. Huldbrand, 
too, agreed to the project with pleasure; only he once 
whispered, with something of alarm, in Undine's ear : 

'^ But at that distance KUhlebom becomes possessed 
of his power again !" 

'^ Let him come, let him come," she answered with a 
laugh ; <* I shall be there, and he dares do none of his mis- 
chief in my presence." 

Thus was the last impediment removed : they prepared 
for the expedition, and soon set out upon it with lively 
spirits and the brightest hopes. 

But be not surprised, O man, if events almost always 
happen very differently from what you expect. That ma- 
licious power which lies in ambush for our destruction 
delights to lull its chosen victim asleep with sweet songs 
and golden delusions ; while, on the other hand, the mes- 
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senger of Heaven often strikes sharply at our door, to 
alarm and awaken us. 

During the first days of their passage down the Dan- 
ube, they were unusually happy. The &rther they ad- 
vanced upon the waters of this proud liver, the views 
became more and more fair. But amid scenes other- 
wise most delicious, and from which they had promised 
themselves the purest delight, the stubborn Kiihlebom, 
dropping all disguise, began to shew his power of an- 
noying them. He had no other means of doing this, 
indeed, than by tricks, — for Undine often rebuked the 
swelling waves or the contrary winds, and then the inso- 
lence of the enemy was instantly humbled and subdued ; 
but his attacks were renewed, and Undine's reproofs again 
became necessary ; so that the pleasure of the fellow-tra- 
veUers was completely destroyed. The boatmen, too, were 
continually whispering to one another in dismay, and eye- 
ing their three superiors with distrust; while even the 
servants began more and more to form dismal surmises, 
and to watch their master and mistress with looks of sus- 
picion. 

Huldbrand often said in his own mind, '' This comes 
when like marries not like — when a man forms an unna- 
tural union with a sea>maiden." Excusing himself, as we 
all love to do, he would add : '^ I did not, in fact, know 
that she was a maid of the sea. It is my misfortune that 
my steps are haunted and disturbed by the wild humours 
of her kindred, but it is not my crime." 

By reflections like these, he felt himself in some mea- 
sure strengthened; but, on the other hand, he felt the 
more ill-humour, almost dislike, towards Undine. He 
would look angrily at her, and the unhappy wife but too 
well understood his meaning. One day, grieved by this 
unkindness, as well as exhausted by her unremitted exer- 
tions to frustrate the artifices of Kiihlebom, she toward 
evening fell into a deep slumber, rocked and soothed by 
the gentle motion of the bark* But hardly had she closed 



82 UNDINE. 

her eyes, when every person in the boat, in whatever di* 
rection he might look, saw the head of a man, frightfal 
beyond imagination : each head rose out of the waves^ not 
like that of a person swimming, but quite perpendicular, 
as if firmly fastened to the watery mirror, and yet moving 
on with the bark. Every one wished to shew to his com- 
panion what terrified himself, and each perceived the same 
expression of horror on the &ce of the other, only hands 
and eyes were directed to a difierent quarter, as if to a 
point where the monster, half laughing and half threaten- 
ing, rose opposite to each. 

When, however, they wished to make one another 
understand the sight, and all cried out, '^ Look there !" 
'^ No, there I'' the frightful heads all became visible to 
each, and the whole river around the boat swarmed with 
the most horrible faces. All raised a scream of terror at 
the sight, and Undine started from sleep. As she opened 
her eyes, the deformed visages disappeared. But Huld- 
brand was made furious by so many hideous visions. He 
would have burst out in wild imprecations, had not Un- 
dine with the meekest looks and gentlest tone of voice 
said: 

^^ For God's sake, my husband, do not express displea- 
sure against me here, — we are on the water.'' 

The knight was silent, and sat down absorbed in deep 
thought. Undine whispered in his ear: ^^ Would it not 
be better, my love, to give up this foolish voyage, and 
return to Castle Hingstetten in peace ?" 

But Huldbrand murmured wrathfully : ^^ So I must 
become a prisoner in my own castle, and not be allowed 
to breathe a moment but while the fountain is covered? 
Would to Heaven that your cursed kindred" .... 

Then Undine pressed her fair hand on his lips caress- 
ingly. He said no more ; but in silence pondered on all 
that Undine had before said. 

Bertalda, meanwhile, had given herself up to a crowd 
of thronging thoughts. Of Undine's origin she knew a 
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good deal, but not the whole; and the terrible Kiihle- 
bom especially remained to her an awful, an impenetrable 
mystery — never, indeed, had she once heard his name. 
Musing upon these wondrous things, she unclasped, with- 
out being fully conscious of what she was doing, a golden 
necklace, which Huldbrand, on one of the preceding days 
of their passage, had bought for her of a travelling trader ; 
and she was now letting it float in sport just over the sur- 
face of the stream, while in her dreamy mood she enjoyed 
the bright reflection it threw on the water, so clear beneath 
the glow of evening. That instant a huge hand flashed 
suddenly up from the Danube, seized the necklace in its 
grasp, and vanished with it beneath the flood. Bertalda 
shrieked aloud, and a scornful laugh came pealing up 
from the depth of the river. 

The knight could now restrain his wrath no longer. 
He started up, poured forth a torrent of reproaches, heaped 
corses upon all who interfered with his friends and troubled 
his life, and dared them all, water-spirits or mermaids, to 
come vrithin the sweep of his sword. 

Bertalda, meantime, wept for the loss of the ornament 
so very dear to her heart, and her tears were to Huldbrand 
as oil poured upon the flame of his fury ; while Undine 
held her hand over the side of the boat, dipping it in the 
waves, softly murmuring to herself, and only at times in- 
terrupting her strange mysterious whisper to entreat her 
husband : 

** Do not reprove me here, beloved ; blame all others 
as you will, but not me. You know why!" And in truth, 
though he was trembling with excess of passion, he kept 
himself from any word directly against her. 

She then brought up in her wet hand, which she had 
been holding under the waves, a coral necklace, of such 
exquisite beauty, such sparkling brilliancy, as dazzled the 
eyes of all who beheld it. " Take this," said she, holding 
it out kindly to Bertalda ; *' I have ordered it to be brought, 
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to make some amends for your loss ; so do not grieve any 
more, poor child." 

But the knight rushed between them, and, snatching 
the beautiful ornament out of Undine's hand, hurled it 
back into the flood; and, mad with rage, exclaimed: 
** So, then, you have still a connexion with them ! In the 
name of all witches, go and remain among them with your 
presents, you sorceress, and leave us human beings in 
peace !" 

With fixed but streaming eyes, poor Undine gazed on 
him, her hand still stretched out, just as when she had so 
lovingly offered her brilliant gift to Bertalda. She then 
began to weep more and more, as if her heart would 
break, like an innocent, tender child, cruelly aggrieved. 
At last, wearied out, she said : *^ Farewell, dearest, fore- 
well. They shall do you no harm ; only remain true, that 
I may have power to keep them from you. But I must 
go hence ! go hence, even in this early youth ! Oh, woe, 
woe ! what have you done ! Oh, woe, woe!" 

And she vanished over the side of the boat. Whether 
she plunged into the stream, or whether, like water melt- 
ing into water, she flowed away with it, they knew not, 
— her disappearance was like both and neither. But she 
was lost in the Danube, instantly and completely ; only 
little waves were yet whispering and sobbing around thfi 
boat, and they could almost be heard to say, " Oh, woe, 
woe ! Ah, remain true ! Oh, woe !" 

But Huldbrand, in a passion of burning tears, threw 
himself upon the deck of the bark ; and a deep swoon 
soon wrapped the wretched man in a blessed forgetfulness 
of misery. 

Shall we call it a good or an evil thing, that our mourn- 
ing has no long duration? I mean that deep mourning 
which comes from the very well-springs of our being, which 
so becomes one with the lost objects of our love, that we 
hardly realise their loss, while our grief devotes itself 
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religiously to the honouring of their image, until we reach 
that bourne which they have already reached ! 

Truly all good men observe in a degree this religious 
devotion : but yet it soon ceases to be that first deep grief. 
Other and new images throng in, until, to our sorrow, we 
experience the vanity of all earthly things. Therefore I 
must say : Alas, that our mourning should be of such short 
duration ! 

The lord of Ringstetten experienced this ; but whether 
for his good, we shall discover in the sequel of this history. 
At first he could do nothing but weep — ^weep as bitterly as 
the poor gentle Undine had wept, when he snatched out 
of her hand that brilliant ornament, with which she so 
kindly wished to make amends for Bertalda's loss. And 
then he stretched his hand out, as she had done, and wept 
^ again like her, with renewed violence. He cherished a 
secret hope, that even the springs of life would at last be- 
come exhausted by weeping. And has not the like thought 
passed through the minds of many of us with a painful 
pleasure in times of sore affliction ? Bertalda wept with 
him ; and they lived together a long while at the castle of 
Ringstetten in undisturbed quiet, honouring the memory 
of Undine, and having almost wholly forgotten their for- 
mer attachment. And therefore the good Undine, about 
this time, often visited Huldbrand's dreams : she soothed 
him with soft and affectionate caresses, and then went 
away again, weeping in silence ; so that when he awoke, 
he sometimes knew not how his cheeks came to be so wet, 
— ^whether it was caused by her tears, or only by his own. 

But as time advanced, these visions became less fre- 
quent, and the sorrow of the knight less keen ; still he 
might never, perhaps, have entertained any other wish 
than thus quietly to think of Undine, and to speak of 
her, had not the old fisherman arrived unexpectedly at the 
castle, and earnestly insisted on Bertalda's returning with 
him as his child. He had received information of Undine's 
disappearance ; and he was not willing to allow Bertalda 
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to continue longer at the castle with the widowed knight. 
" For," said he, " whether my daughter loves me or not 
is at present what I care not to know ; but her good name 
is at stake ; and where that is the case, nothing else may 
be thought of." 

This resolution of the old fisherman, and the fearful 
solitude that, on Bertalda's departure, threatened to op- 
press the knight in every hall and passage of the deserted 
castle, brought to light what had disappeared in his sor- 
row for Undine, — I mean, his attachment to the fair Ber- 
talda ; and this he made known to her father. 

The fisherman had many objections to make to the 
proposed marriage. The old man had loved Undine with 
exceeding tenderness, and it was doubtful to his mind that 
the mere disappearance of his beloved child could be pro- 
perly viewed as her death. But were it even granted that 
her corpse were lying stiff and cold at the bottom of the 
Danube, or swept away by the current to the ocean, still 
Bertalda had had some share in her death; and it was 
unfitting for her to step into the place of the poor injured 
wife. The fisherman, however, had felt a strong regard 
also for the knight : this, and the entreaties of his daugh- 
ter, who had become much more gentle and respectful, as 
well as her tears for Undine, all exerted their influence ; 
and he must at last have been forced to give up his op- 
position, for he remained at the castle without objection, 
and a messenger was sent off express to Father HeUmann, 
who in former and happier days had united Undine and 
Huldbrand, requesting him to come and perform the cere- 
mony at the knight's second marriage. 

Hardly had the holy man read through the letter from 
the lord of Ringstetten, ere he set out upon the journey, 
and made much greater despatch on his way to the casde 
than the messenger from it had made in reaching him. 
Whenever his breath failed him in his rapid progress, or 
his old limbs ached with fatigue, he would say to himself: 
" Perhaps I shall be able to prevent a sin ; then sink 
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not, withered body, before I arrive at the end of my jour- 
ney!" And with renewed vigour he pressed forward, 
harrying on without rest or repose, until, late one even- 
ing, he entered the shady court-yard of the castle of Ring- 
stetten. 

The betrothed pair were sitting side by side under the 
trees^ and the aged fisherman in a thoughtful mood sat 
near them. The moment they saw Father Heilmann, 
they rose with a spring of joy, and pressed round him 
with eager welcome. But he, in a few words, asked the 
bridegroom' to return with him into the castle ; and when 
Huldbrand stood mute with surprise, and delayed com- 
plying with his earnest request, the pious priest said to 
him: 

" I do not know why I should want to speak to you in 
private; what I have to say as much concerns Bertalda 
and the fisherman as yourself; and what we must at some 
time hear, it is best to hear as soon as possible. Are 
you, then, so very certain. Knight Huldbrand, that your 
first wife is actually dead ? I can hardly think it. I will 
say nothing, indeed, of the mysterious state in which she 
may be now existing ; I know nothing of it with certainty. 
But that she was a most devoted and faithful wife, is 
beyond all dispute. And for fourteen nights past, she 
has appeared to me in a dream, standing at my bedside, 
wringing her tender hands in anguish, and sighing out, 
^ Ah, prevent him, dear father ! I am still living ! Ah, 
save his life ! Ah, save his soul !' 

*^ I did not imderstand what this vision of the night 
could mean, then came your messenger ; and I have now 
hastened hither, not to unite, but, as I hope, to separate 
what ought not to be joined together. Leave her, Huld- 
brand ! leave him, Bei*talda 1 He still belongs to another ; 
&nd do you not see on his pale cheek his grief for his lost 
wife ? That is not the look of a bridegroom ; and the 

1 The betrothed are called bride and bridegroom in Germany. 
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spirit gays to me, that ' iF you do not leave him, you vi)l 
never be happy I' " 

The three fell in their inmoBt hearts that Father HeU- 
mann spoke the truth ; but they would not belieie it. 
Even the old fisherman was eo infatuated, that he thooglit 
it could not be otherwise than as they had latterly settled 
amongst themselves. They all, therefore, with a detM 
mined and gloomy eegeroess, struggled gainst the k 
presentatioDS and warntnp of the priest, unlil, shakiD 
hU head and oppressed with sorrow, he finally quitted the 
castle, not choosing to accept their offered shelter even for 
a single night, or indeed so much us to taste a morsel of 
the refreshment they brought him. Huldbrand peisusded 
himself, however, that the priest was a, mere visionary; 
and sent at daybreak to a monk of the nearest monastcrj, 
who, without scruple, promised to perform the cerenumy 
in a few days. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

It was between mgbt and dawn of day tlia: Holdbrand 
was lying on his eoach, half waking and half sleeping. 
Whenever he attempted to compose himself to sleep, a 
terror came vpon him and seared him, as if his slomber? 
were haimted with spectres. But he made an effort to 
rooae himself fully. He felt &nned as by the wings of a 
swan, and lulled as by the murmuring of waters, till in 
sweet confusion of the senses he sunk back into his state 
of half consdottsness. 

At last, however, he must have fidlen perfectly asleep : 
finr he seemed to he lifted up by wings of the swans, and 
to be wafted fiur away over land and sea, while their mu- 
sic swelled on his ear most sweetly. '* The music of the 
swan ! the song of the swan !*' he could not but repeat to 
himself every moment ; '' is it not a sure foreboding of 
death V* Probably, however, it had yet another meaning. 
All at once he seemed to be hovering over the Mediter- 
ranean Sea. A swan sang melodiously in his ear, that this 
was the Mediterranean Sea. And while he was looking 
down upon the waves, they became transparent as crystal, 
so that be could see through them to the very bottom. 

At this a thrill of delight shot through him, for he could 
see Undine where she was sitting beneath the dear crystal 
dome. It is true she was weeping very bitterly, and looked 
much sadder than in those happy days when they lived 
together at the castle of Ringstetten, both on their arrival 
and afterward, just before they set out upon their fatal 
passage down tiie Danube, llie knight could not help 
thinking upon all this with deep emotion, but it did not 
appear that Undine was aware of his presence. 

Kiihlebom had meanwhile approached her, and was 
about to reprove her for weeping, when she drew herself 
up, and looked upon him with an air so majestic and com- 
manding, that he almost shrunk back. 
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^' Although I now dwell here beneath the waters," said 
she, ^' yet I have brought my soul with me. And there- 
fore I may weep, little as you can know what such tears 
are. They are blessed, as every thing is blessed to one 
gifted with a true soul." 

He shook his head incredulously ; and after some 
thought, replied : " And yet, niece, you are subject to our 
laws, as a being of the same nature with ourselves ; and 
should he prove unfaithful to you, and marry again, you 
are obliged to take away his life." 

" He remains a widower to this very hour," replied 
Undine ; " and I am still dear to his sorrowful heart." 

" He is, however, betrothed," said KUhlebom, with a 
laugh of scorn ; " and let only a few days wear away, 
and then comes the priest with his nuptial blessing ; and 
then you must go up to the death of the husband with 
two wives." 

" I have not the power," returned Undine, with a 
smile. '^ I have sealed up the fountain securely against 
myself and all of my race." 

" Still, should he leave his castle," said KUhlebom, 
'^ or should he once allow the fountain to be uncovered, 
what then ? for he thinks little enough of these things." 

" For that very reason," said Undine, still smiling 
amid her tears, ** for that very reason he is at this mo- 
ment hovering in spirit over the Mediterranean Sea, and 
dreaming of the warning which our discourse gives him. 
I thoughtfully planned all this." 

That instant, KUhlebom, inflamed with rage, looked 
up at the knight, wrathfully threatened him, stamped on 
the ground, and then shot like an arrow beneath the 
waves. He seemed to swell in his fury to the size of a 
whale. Again the swans began to sing, to wave their 
wings, and fly; the knight seemed to soar away over 
mountains and streams, and at last to alight at Castle 
Ringstetten, and to awake on his couch. 

Upon his couch he actually did awake; and his at* 
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tendant, entering at the same moment, infonned him that 
Father Heilmann was still lingering in the neighbourhood ; 
that he had the evening before met with him in the forest, 
where he was sheltering himself under a hut, which he 
had formed by interweaving the branches of trees, and 
covering them with moss and fine brushwood ; and that 
to the question, <^ What he was doing there, since he would 
not give the marriage-blessing?" his answer was: 

^' There are many other blessings than those given at 
marriages ; and though I did not come to officiate at the 
wedding, I may still officiate at a very different solemnity. 
All things have their seasons ; we must be ready for them 
all. Besides, marrying and mourning are by no means so 
very unlike ; as every one, not wilfully blinded, must know 
fuU well.'^ 

The knight made many bewildered reflections on these 
words and on his dream. But it is very difficult to give 
up a thing which we have once looked upon as certain ; so 
all continued as had been arranged previously. 

Should I relate to you how passed the marriage-feast 
at Castle Bingstetten, it would be as if you saw a heap 
of bright and pleasant things, but all overspread with a 
black mourning crape, through whose darkening veil their 
brilliancy would appear but a mockery of the nothingness 
of all earthly joys. 

It was not that any spectral delusion disturbed the 
scene of festivity ; for the castle, as we well know, had 
been secured against the mischief of water-spirits. But 
the knight, the fisherman, and all the guests, were unable 
to banish the feeling that the chief personage of the feast 
was still wanting, and that this chief personage could be no 
other than the gentle and beloved Undine. 

Whenever a door was heard to open, all eyes were in- 
voluntarily turned in that direction ; and if it was nothing 
but the steward with new dishes, or the cup-bearer with a 
supply of wine of higher flavour than the last, they again 
looked down in sadness and disappointment; while the 



^ 



92 LMDINE. 

flashes of wit and merriment which had been pasang at 
times from one to another, were extinguished by tears of 
mournful remembrance. 

The bride was the least thoughtful of the company, 
and therefore the most happy ; but even to her it some- 
times seemed strange that she should be sitting at the 
head of the table, wearing a green wreath and gold-em- 
broidered robe, while Undine was lying a corpse, stiff and 
cold, at the bottom of the Danube, or carried out by tite 
current into the ocean. For ever since her father had 8ii§^ 
gested something of this sort, his words wete continually 
sounding in her ear; and this day, in particular, they 
would neither fade from her memory, nor yield to other 
thoughts. 

Evening had scarcely arrived, when the company re- 
turned to their homes; not dismissed by the impatienee 
of the bridegroom, as wedding parties are sometimei 
broken up, but constrained solely by heavy sadness and 
forebodings of evil. Bertalda retired with her maidens, 
and the knight with his attendants, to undress ; but there 
was no gay laughing company of bridesmaids and brides- 
men at this mournful festival. 

Bertalda wished to awake more cheerful thoughts : she 
ordered her maidens to spread before her a brilliant set of 
jewels, a present from Uuldbrand, together with rich ap- 
parel and veils, that she might select fix)m among them the 
brightest and most beautiful for her dress in the morning. 
The attendants rejoiced at this opportunity of pouring forth 
good wishes and promises of happiness to their young 
mistress, and failed not to extol the beauty of the bride 
with the most glowing eloquence. This went on for a 
long time, until Bertalda at last, looking in a mirror, said 
with a sigh : 

'^ Ah, but do you not see plainly how freckled I am 
growing ? Look here on the side of my neck." 

They looked at the place, and found the freckles, in- 
deed, as their fair iDi8trea& \iad md*^ but they called them 
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mere beauty-spote, the faintest touches of the sun^ such as 
would only heighten the whiteness of her delicate com- 
plexion. Bertalda shook her head, and still viewed them 
as a blemish. 

'* And I could remove them/' she said at last, sighing. 
" But the castle-fountain is covered, from which I for- 
merly used to have that precious water, so purifying to the 
dun. Oh, had I this evening only a single flask of it !" 

^^ Is that all ?" cried an alert waiting-maid, laughing, 
as she glided out of the apartment. 

" She will not be so foolish," said Bertalda, well- 
pleased and surprised, ^' as to cause the stone-cover of the 
fountain to be taken off this very evening V* That instant 
they heard the tread of men already passing along the 
court-yard, and could see from the window where the oiffi- 
cious maiden was leading them directly up to the fountain, 
and that they carried levers and other instruments on their 
shoulders. 

" It is certainly my will,'' said Bertalda, with a smile, 
*^ if it does not take them too long." And pleased with 
the thought, that a word from her was now suifficient to 
accomplish what had formerly been refused with a painful 
reproof, she looked down upon their operations in the 
bright moonlit castle-court. 

The men raised the enormous stone with an effort*, 
some one of the number indeed would occasionally sigh, 
when he recollected they were destroying the work of their 
former beloved mistress. Their labour, however, was much 
lighter than they had expected. It seemed as if some 
power from within the fountain itself aided them in raising 
the stone. 

*^ It appears,'' said the workmen to one another in 
astonishment, ^^ as if the confined water had become a 
springing fountain." And the stone rose more and more, 
and, almost without the assistance of the work-people, 
rolled slowly down upon the pavement with a hollow 
sound. But an appearance i^om the opening of the foun- 
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tain filled them with awe, as it rose like a white column of 
water : at first they imagined it really to be a fountain, 
until they perceived the rising form to be a pale female, 
veiled in white. She wept bitterly, raised her hands above 
her head, wringing them sadly, as with slow and solemn 
step she moved toward the castle. The servants shrank 
back, and fled from the spring ; while the bride, pale and 
motionless with horror, stood with her maidens at the 
window. When the figure had now come close beneath 
their room, it looked up to them sobbing, and Bertalda 
thought she recognised through the veil the pale features 
of Undine. But the mourning form passed on sad, re- 
luctant, and lingering, as if going to the place of execu- 
tion. Bertalda screamed to her maids to call the knight; 
not one of them dared to stir from her place; and even the 
bride herself became again mute, as if trembling at the 
sound of her own voice. 

While they continued standing at the window, motion- 
less as statues, the mysterious wanderer had entered the 
castle, ascended the well-known stairs, and traversed the 
well-known halls, in silent tears. Alas, how difibrent had 
she once passed through these rooms ! 

The knight had in the mean time dismissed his attend- 
ants. Half-undressed and in deep dejection, he was stand- 
ing before a large mirror ; a wax taper burned dimly 
beside him. At this moment some one tapped at his door, 
very, very softly. Undine had formerly tapped in this 
way, when she was playing some of her endearing wiles. 

^^ It is all an illusion V* said he to himself. ^* I must 
to my nuptial bed." 

^' You must indeed, but to a cold one !" he heard a 
voice, choked with sobs, repeat from without; and then 
he saw in the mirror, that the door of his room was slowly, 
slowly opened, and the white figure entered, and gently 
closed it behind her. 

" They have opened the spring,*' said she in a low tone ; 
" and now I am here^ and you must die.^ 



>f 



UNDINE. 95 

He felt, in his failing breath, that this must indeed be ; 
but, covering his eyes with his hands, he cried : '' Do not, 
in my death-hour, do not make me mad with terror. If 
that veil conceals hideous features, do not lift it ! Take 
my life, but let me not see you." 

" Alas !'* replied the pale figure, " will you not then 
look upon me once more ? I am as fair now as when you 
wooed me on the island V 

" O if it indeed were so,'' sighed Huldbrand, " and 
that I might die by a kiss from you !" 

" Most willingly, my own love," said she. She threw 
back her veil ; heavenly fair shone forth her pure coun- 
tenance. Trembling with love and the awe of approaching 
death, the knight leant towards her. She kissed him with 
a holy kiss ; but she relaxed not her hold, pressing him 
more closely in her arms, and weeping as if she would 
weep away her soul. Tears rushed into the knight's eyes, 
while a thrill both of bliss and agony shot through his 
heart, until he at last expired, sinking softly back from 
her fair arms upon the pillow of his couch, a corse. 

<< I have wept him to death I" said she to some do- 
mestics, who met her in the ante-chamber ; and passing 
through the terrified group, she went slowly out, and dis- 
appeared in the fountain. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Father Heilmann had returned to the castle as soon as 
the death of the lord of Ringstetten was made known in 
the neighbourhood ; and he arrived at the very hour when 
the monk who had married the unfortunate couple waB 
hurrying from the door, overcome with dismay and horror. 

When father Heilmann was informed of this^ he re- 
plied: " It is all well; and now come the duties of my 
office, in which I have no need of an assistant." 

He then began to console the bride, now a widow, 
though with little benefit to her worldly and thoughtless 
spirit. 

The old fisherman, on the other hand, though severely 
afflicted, was far more resigned to the fate of his son-in- 
law and daughter; and while Bertalda could not refrain 
from accusing Undine as a murderess and sorceress, the 
old man calmly said : '' After all, it could not happen 
otherwise. I see nothing in it but the judgment of God ; 
and no one's heart was more pierced by the death of Huld- 
brand than she who was obliged to work it, the poor for- 
saken Undine !" 

He then assisted in arranging the funeral solemnities 
as suited the rank of the deceased. The knight was to 
be inter/ed in a village churchyard, in whose consecrated 
ground were the graves of his ancestors ; a place which 
they, as well as himself, had endowed with rich privileges 
and gifts. His shield and helmet lay upon his coffin, 
ready to be lowered with it into the grave — for lord Huld- 
brand of Ringstetten had died the last of his race ; the 
mourners began their sorrowful march, chanting their me- 
lancholy songs beneath the calm unclouded heaven ; father 
Heilmann preceded the procession, bearing a high cru- 
cifix ; while the inconsolable Bertalda followed, supported 
by her aged father. 

Then they suddenly saw in the midst of the mourning 
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females, in the widow's train, a snow-white figure, closely 
veiled, and wringing its hands in the wild vehemence of 
sorrow. Those next to whom it moved, seized with a 
secret dread, started back or on one side; and owing to 
their movements, the others, next to whom the white 
stranger now came, were terrified still more, so as to pro- 
dace confusion in the funeral train. Some of the mili- 
tary escort ventured to address the figure, and attempt 
to remove it from the procession, but it seemed to vanish 
from under their hands, and yet was immediately seen 
advancing again, with slow and solemn step, among the 
followers of the body. At last, in consequence of the 
shrinking away of the attendants, it came close behind 
Bertalda. It now moved so slowly, that the widow was 
not aware of its presence, and it walked meekly and 
humbly behind her undisturbed. 

This continued until they came to the churchyard, 
where the procession formed a circle round the open grave. 
Then it was that Bertalda perceived her unbidden com- 
panion, and, half in anger and half in terror, she com- 
manded her to depart from the knight's place of final rest. 
But the veiled female, shaking her head with a gentle 
denial, raised her hands towards Bertalda in lowly suppli- 
cation, by which she was greatly moved, and could not but 
remember with tears how Undine had shewn such sweet- 
ness of spirit on the Danube when she held out to her the 
coral necklace. 

Father Heilmann now motioned with hb hand, and 
gave order for all to observe perfect stillness, that they 
might breathe a prayer of silent devotion over the body, 
upon which earth had already been thrown. Bertalda 
knelt without speaking ; and all knelt, even the grave- 
diggers, who had now finished their work. But when they 
arose, the white stranger had disappeared. On the spot 
where she had knelt, a little spring, of silver brightness, 
was gushing out from the green turf, and it kept swelling 
and flowing onward with a low murmur, till it almost 



eDcirded the mound at the knight's grave; it then con- 
tinued iU coane, and emptied itself into a calm lake, 
which lay by the aide of tlie consecrated ground. Era 
to this day, the inhabitants of the village point out dw . 
spring ; and hold fast the belief that it is the poor de- 
serted Undine, who in this manner still fondly eneiicle* 
her beloved in her arms. 
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voices of the birds as they greeted the refreshing breezes^ 
and floated from the meadows over this enchanting region. 

Some troops of infantry were on the strand, and pur- 
X)08ed to pass the night there, that they might he ready to 
embark at the earliest dawn of morning. This pleasant 
evening made them forget that they ought to devote to 
sleep their last hours on European ground ; they began to 
sing war-songs, and to drink long life to the mighty empe- 
ror Charles V., now beleaguering the pirate-nest of Tunis, 
and to whose assistance they were about to sail. 

These happy soldiers were not all of one race. Only 
two banners waved for Spain ; the third bore the German 
colours; and the difference of manners and speech had 
often previously given rise to much bantering. Now, how- 
ever, thoughts of the approaching voyage, and the dangers 
they would share together, as well as the enjoyment which 
this lovely southern evening poured through soul and sense, 
united the comrades in full and undisturbed concord. The 
Germans tried to speak Spanish, and the Spaniards Ger- 
man ; without its occurring to any one to remark the 
blunders and mistakes that were made. Each helped the 
other ; thinking only how best to gain the good will of his 
companion by means of his own language. 

Apart from this noisy group, a young German captain, 
Sir Heimbert of Waldhausen, was reclining under a cork- 
tree, and looking up to the stars with a stedfast and solemn 
gaze, very different from the frank social spirit which his 
comrades knew and loved in him so well. A Spanish 
captain, named Don Frederigo Mendez, approached him. 
He was as young, and as much accustomed to martial ex- 
ercises ; but his disposition was as reserved and thoughtfol 
as Heimbert's was gentle and frank. " Pardon me, sefior," 
began the solemn Spaniard, " if I disturb your meditations; 
but I have so often known you as a courageous warrior 
and faithful companion in arms, in the many hot fights 
in which I have had the honour to see you, that I would 



THE TWO CAPTAINS. 7 

choose you before all others for a knightly service, if it 
will not interfere with your own plans and projects for this 
evening." 

" Dear sir," frankly returned Heimbert ; " I have an 
affair of importance to transact before sunrise; but till 
midnight I am right willing and ready to render you any 
service as a brother in arms.'' 

*' Enough/' said Frederigo ; " for before midnight must 
the tones have long ceased, in which I take leave of the 
dearest creature I have known in my native city. But, 
that you may understand the whole affair, as my noble 
companion should, listen to me attentively for a few mo- 
ments : — 

^' Some time before I left Malaga, to join our great 
emperor's army, and to assist in spreading the glory of 
his arms in Italy, I served, after the manner of young 
knights, a damsel of this city, the beautiful Lucilla. She 
stood hardly on the border that divides childhood from 
growing womanhood ; and as I, then a mere boy, offered 
my homage with friendly childlike mind, so my young 
mistress in similar guise received it. 

** At last I went to Italy, as you very well know, who 
were my companion in many a hot tight, as well as in 
many a magic and tempting scene in that luxurious land. 
Through all our changes I held the image of my gentle 
mistress stedfastly, and never once relinquished the service 
and faith I had vowed to her ; though I will not conceal 
from you, that it was more to fulfil the word I had pledged 
at my departure than from any immoderate glowing feel- 
ing of my heart. When we returned to my native city, a 
few weeks since, I found my lady married to one of the 
richest and most distinguished knights of Malaga. Fiercer 
fiur than love, jealousy (that almost almighty child of hea- 
ven and hell) now spurred me on to follow Lucilla's steps. 
From her dwelling to the church — from thence to the 
houses of her friends, and, again to her home ; and even, 
as far as possible, into the circle of knights and ladies which 
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surrounds her, I unweariedly pursued her. I thus assured 
myself that no other young knight attended her, and that 
she had entirely devoted herself to the husband her parents 
had selected for her, although he was not the one of her 
heart's choice. This so fully contented me, that I should not 
have had occasion to trouble you at this moment, if Lncilla 
had not approached me the other day, and whispered in my 
ear, that I should not provoke her husband, for he was very 
passionate and bold ; to herself it threatened no danger — 
not the least — because he loved and honoured her above all 
things ; but upon that very account would his anger fall 
more fearfully upon me. You can now easily understand, 
my noble comrade, that to preserve my character for con- 
tempt of danger I must now pursue Lucilla's steps more 
closely than ever, and sing nightly serenades beneath her 
flowery window till the morning star makes its mirror in 
the sea. At midnight, Lucilla's husband sets out for Ma- 
drid, and after that hour I will carefully avoid the street 
in which she dwells ; but until then, as soon as the evening 
is sufficiently advanced, I will not cease to sing love- 
romances before his house. I have learnt that not only 
he, but also Lucilla's brothers have engaged in the quarrel; 
and it is this, seuor, which makes me request for a short 
time the assistance of your good sword." 

Heimbert warmly seized the Spaniard's hand, and 
said, " To shew you, dear sir, how willingly I undertake 
what you wish, I will meet your confidence with like 
frankness, and relate a pleasant incident which happened 
to me in this city, and beg you, after midnight, to render 
me a little service. My story is short, and will not detain 
you longer than we must wait for the twilight to become 
deep enough to begin your serenade. 

" The day after we arrived here, I was amusing myself 
in one of the beautiful gardens which surround us. I 
have now been long in these southern lands, but I believe 
the dreams which every night carry me back to my (Ger- 
man home are the cause of my finding every thing about 
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me here so strange and astonishing still. At all events, 
when I wake each morning I wonder anew, as if I was 
just arrived. I was then wandering among the aloes, and 
under the laurel and oleander trees, as one bewildered. 
Suddenly I heard a cry near me, and a young lady, dressed 
in white, flew into my arms and fainted away, while her 
companions separated in every direction. A soldier has 
always his senses about him, and I soon perceived a furious 
bull pursuing the beautiful damsel. Quickly I threw her 
over a flowery hedge, and sprang after myself, whilst the 
beast, blind with rage, passed us by ; and I could after- 
wards hear no more of it, than that it had escaped from 
a neighbouring court-yard, where some youths were trying 
to commence a bull-fight, and had broken furiously into 
this garden. 

'* I was now alone with the senseless lady in my arms ; 
and she was so wondrously beautiful that I have never in 
my whole life felt happier or sadder than at that moment. 
I laid her upon the grass, and sprinkled her angel-brow 
with water from a fountain near us. At last she came to 
herself, and as she opened her lovely eyes, I thought I now 
knew how the blessed spirits look in heaven. 

^ She thanked me with grateful and courteous words, 
and called me her knight. But I was so enchanted, I could 
not utter a word ; and she must almost have thought me 
dumb. At length my speech returned ; and I ventured to 
breathe a request — which came from my heart — that the 
lovely lady would often give me the happiness of seeing 
her in this garden, for the few weeks I should remain here, 
till the service of the emperor should drive me forth to the 
burning sands of Africa. She looked at me, half smiling, 
half sadly, and murmured, ' Yes.' And she has kept her 
word, and appeared there daily, without our having yet 
ventured to speak to one another. For though we were 
sometimes quite alone, I could not do more than enjoy the 
happiness of walking by her side. Often she has sung to 
me ; and I have answered her in song. .When I yesterday 
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informed her that our departure was so near, I fancied there 
was a tear in her heavenly eye ; and I must have looked 
very sorrowful also^ for she said, consolingly, ^ Ah, pious, 
childlike warrior ! one may confide in you as in an angel. 
After midnight, before the twilight summons you to em- 
bark, I give you leave to say farewell to me in this place. 
If you could find a faithful friend, whose silence you could 
depend on, to watch the entrance from the street, it might 
be as well ; for many soldiers will be at that time return- 
ing from their last carouse in the city.' Now God has sent 
me such a friend ; and I shall go joyfully to the lovely 
maiden." 

" I wish the service you require had more danger," an- 
swered Frederigo, " that I might better prove to you how 
faithfully I would serve you with life and limb. But come, 
noble brother ! the hour of my adventure is arrived." 

Frederigo took a guitar under his arm ; and wrapping 
themselves in their mantles, the young captains hastily 
made their way to the city. 

The night- violets before Lucilla's window were pouring 
forth their sweet perfume, when Frederigo, leaning in the 
angle of an old wide shadowing church opposite, began to 
tune his guitar. Heimbert placed himself behind a pillar, 
his drawn sword under his mantle, and his clear blue eyes, 
like two watching stars, quietly penetrating around. 

Frederigo sang : — 

** Fair in the spring-bright meadows grew 

A little flower in May, 
And rosy- tinted petals threw 
A blush upon its snowy hue. 

Beneath the sunny ray. 

To me, a youth, that little flower 

My souFs delight became ; 
And often then, in happy hour, 
I taught my tongue with courteous power 

Some flattering lay to frame. 
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But ah ! from where the floweret stood 

In delicate array. 
Was I to distant scenes of blood, 
To foreign lands, o'er field and flood. 

Soon summoned far away. 

And now I am returned again, 

I seek my lovely flower : 
But all my hopeful search is yain ; 
Transplanted from its grassy plain. 

My flower is free no more. 

A gardener has the treasure found. 

And claimed it for his prize : 
Now cherished in a guarded bound, 
And hedged with golden lattice round, 

She is denied mine eyes. 

His lattice he may freely twine, 

His jealous bars I grant : 
But all I need not yet resign ; 
For still this pure delight is mine, 

Her wondrous praise to chant 

And, wandering in the coolness there, 

I'll touch my cithern's string. 
Still celebrate tlie floweret Mr ; 
While e'en the gardener shall not dare 

Forbid my voice to sing." 

" That remains to be proved, sefior/' said a man, step- 
ping close, and, as he thought, unobserved, to Frederigo. 
He had been apprised of the stranger's approach by a 
signal from his watchful friend, and answered with the 
greatest coolness : '^ If you wish to commence a suit with 
my guitar, sefior, you will find she has a tongue of steel, 
which has already on many occasions done her excellent 
service. With which do you wish to speak? — with the 
guitar, or with the advocate?" 

While the stranger hesitated what to reply to this bold 
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speech, Heimbert perceived two mantled figures draw near, 
and remain standing a few steps from him— one behind the 
other, so as to cut offFrederigo's flight, if he had intended 
to escape. 

^'I believe, dear sirs," said Sir Heimbert^ in a friendly 
manner^ '^ we are here on the same errand : to take care 
that no one intrudes upon the conference of yonder knights. 
At least, that is my business. And I can assure you, that 
any one who attempts to interfere with their afiair shall 
receive my dagger in his heart. You see we shall best 
fulfil our duty by remaining still." The two gentlemen 
bowed courteously, and were silent. 

So astonishing was the quiet self-possession with which 
the two soldiers carried on their affair, that their three 
companions were at a loss to imagine how they would 
commence their quarrel. At last Frederigo again touched 
his guitar, and appeared about to begin another song. At 
this mark of contempt and unconsciousness of danger, Lu- 
cilla's husband (for it was he who had taken his stand by 
Don Frederigo) was so enraged, that he, without further 
delay, snatched his sword from its sheath, and called out 
in a voice of suppressed rage : ** Draw ! or I shall stab 
you V* 

" Very willingly, sefior," answered Frederigo, compo- 
sedly. ''You have no need to threaten me, and might 
quite as well have spoken quietly.'' So saying, he laid his 
guitar in a niche in the church-wall, seized his weapon, 
and, bowing gracefully to his adversary, the flght began. 

For some time the two figures by Heimbert's side, who 
were Lucilla's brothers, remained quite quiet ; but as Fre- 
derigo began to get the better of their brother-in-law, they 
made a movement, as if they would take part in the flght. 
At this, Heimbert made his good sword gleam in the moon- 
light, and said : " Dear sirs, you surely would not wish 
me to put my threat into execution. Pray do not- oblige 
me to do so ; for if it cannot be otherwise, doubt not I 
shall keep my word." The two young men remained from 



THE TWO CAPTAINS. 13 

this time quite motionless, surprised at the cheerful, true- 
hearted friendliness of all Heimbert's words. 

Meanwhile had Frederigo, though pressing hard upon 
his adversary, yet carefully avoided wounding him ; and 
^t last, by a dexterous movement, he wrested his weapon 
from him ; so that Lucilla's husband, in the surprise and 
shock of this unexpected advantage, retreated a few steps. 
Frederigo threw the sword in the air, and adroitly catch- 
ing it near the point as it descended, said, as he offered 
the ornamented hilt to his opponent: '^Take it, sefior; 
and I hope this matter is ended ; and you now understand 
that I am only here to shew I fear no danger in the world. 
The bell tolls twelve from the old dome ; and I give you 
my word of honour, as a knight and a soldier, that neither 
is Dona Lucilla pleased with my attentions, nor should I, 
if I lived a hundred years in Malaga, continue to serenade 
her. So pursue your journey in peace; and farewell." 
Then he once more greeted his conquered adversary with 
solemn, stem courtesy, and withdrew. Heimbert followed 
him, after he had cordially shaken hands with the two 
brothers, saying : ** Never let it again enter your heads, 
dear young gentlemen, to interfere in an honourable fight. 
Do you understand me 1" 

He soon overtook his companion, and walked by his 
side in silence — his heart beating with joy, sorrow, and 
expectation. Don Frederigo Mendez was also silent, till 
Heimbert stopped before a garden-door overhung with 
fruitful orange-boughs, and pointing to a pomegranate- tree 
laden with fruit, said : " We are at the place, dear com- 
rade.'' Then the Spaniard appeared about to ask a ques- 
tion ; but he checked himself, and merely said : *' Under- 
stand me : you have my word of honour to protect this 
entrance for you till the hour of dawn.'* He began walk- 
ing to and fro before the gate with drawn sword, like a 
sentinel ; whilst Heimbert, trembling with joy, hastened 
through the dark groves within. 



• 
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CHAPTER II. 

He had not &? to seek the lovely star which he so deeply 
felt was the one destined to shed its light over his whole 
life. The full moon revealed to him the slender form of 
the lady walking near the entrance. She wept softly, and 
yet smiled with such composure, that her tears seemed 
rather to resemhle a decoration of pearls than a veil of 
sorrow. 

The lovers wandered silently heside one another through 
the ilowery pathway, half in sorrow, half in joy ; while 
sometimes the night-air touched the guitar on the lady's 
arm so lightly, that a slight murmur blended with the 
song of the nightingale; or her delicate fingers on the 
strings awoke a few ileeting chords, and the shooting stars 
seemed as if they would pursue the retreating tones of the 
guitar. 

O how truly blessed was this hour to the youth and 
maiden ! for now neither rash wishes nor impure dedres 
had any place in their minds. They walked side by side, 
satisfied that the good God had granted them this happi- 
ness; and so little desiring any thing farther, that the 
fleeting and perishable nature of the present floated away 
in the background of their thoughts. In the midst of this 
beautiful garden they found a large open lawn, ornamented 
with statues, and surrounding a fountain. On the edge of 
this the lovers sat down, alternately fixing their eyes on 
the water sparkling in the moonlight and on one another. 
The maiden touched her guitar ; and Heimbert, compelled 
by some irresistible impulse, sang the following words to it: 

'* A sweety sweet life have I, 

But cannot name its charm ; 
Oh ! would it teach me consciously, 

That 80 my Ups, in calm, 
Soft, gentle songs, should ever praise 
What my fond spirit endless says/' 
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He suddenly stopped, and blushed, for he feared he 
had said too much. The lady blushed also; and after 
playing some time, half abstractedly, on the strings, she 
sang as if still in a dream : — 

** Who beside the youth is singing. 
Seated on the tender grass, 
Where the moon her light is flinging, 
And the sparkling waters pass ? 

Shall the maid reveal her name, 

When, though still unknown it be, 
Glows her trembling cheek with shame. 

And her heart beats anxiously ? 

First let the knight be namM — 'tis he 

Who, in his bright array. 
With Spaniards stood triumphantly 

Upon the glorious day. 

Who before Pavia bravely fought, 

A boy of sixteen years : 
Pride to his country hath he brought, 

And to his foemen fears. 

Heimbert is his noble name ; 

Victor he in many a fight : 
Dona Clara feels no shame. 

Sitting by so brave a knight. 

In her name's soft sound revealing, 

Seated on the tender grass. 
Where the moonbeams' light is stealing. 

And the sparkling waters pass." 

^' Ah,^' said Heimbert, blushing more deeply than be- 
fore, — ** oh, Dofia Clara, that affair at Pavia was a very 
insignificant feat of arms ; and if it had deserved a reward, 
what could better serve as one than the surpassing bliss 
which I now enjoy? Now I know what your name is. 



I 
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and dare address you by it, you angel bright, Dofia Clara! 
you blessed and beautiful Dofia Clara! Only tell me 
who has made so favourable a report of my youthful deeds, 
that I may ever think of him gratefully." 

" Can the noble Heimbert of Waldhausen suppose/' 
replied Clara, *^ that the warriors of Spain sent no sons 
where he stood in battle? You have surely seen them 
near you in the fight ; and how, then, can it surprise you 
that your glories are known here V 

They now heard the silvery tones of a little bell from 
the neighbouring palace, and Clara whispered, '^ It is time 
to part : adieu, my hero !" And she smiled on Heimbert 
through her tears ; and as she bent towards him, he almost 
fancied he felt a gentle kiss breathed on his lips. When 
he looked around, Clara had disappeared : the morning 
clouds began to assume the rosy tint of dawn, and he re- 
joined his watchful friend at the entrance-door, with a 
whole heaven of love's proud happiness in his heart. 

" Stand ! no further !" exclaimed Frederigo, as Heim- 
bert appealed from the garden, holding, at the same time, 
his drawn sword towards him. 

" Oh, you are mistaken, my good comrade," said the 
German, laughing, — ** it is I whom you see before 
you." 

" Don't imagine, Sir Heimbert of Waldhausen, that I 
mistake you," said Frederigo ; " but I have kept my word, 
and honourably fulfilled my promise to be your guard in 
this place ; and now I demand of you to draw without 
further delay, and fight for your life." 

" Alas !" sighed Heimbert, " I have often heard that 
there are witches in these southern lands, who have the 
power to deprive people of their senses with their magic 
arts and charms, but till to-day I have never experienced 
any thing of the sort. Think better of it, my dear com- 
rade, and go with me to the shore." 

Frederigo smiled scornfully, and answered, "Leave 
off your silly nonsense ; and if one must explain every 
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-thing to you, word by word, before you understand it, I 
will tell you that the lady you came to meet in this my 
garden, Dofia Clara Mendez, is my only and dearest sister. 
Now lose no further time, and draw, sefior." 

" God forbid V* exclaimed the German, without touch- 
ing his weapon : " you shall be my brother-in-law, Frede- 
rigo, and not my murderer, still less will I be yours.'' 

Frederigo shook his head angrily, and advanced with 
measured steps towards his companion. Heimbert, how- 
ever, continued motionless, and said, "No, Frederigo, I 
can never do i/ou any harm; for not only do I love your 
sister, but you must certainly be the person who has 
spoken to her so honourably of my battle-deeds in Italy." 

" If I did so," answered Frederigo, " I was a fool. 
But thou, thou weak coward, draw thy sword, or — " 

Frederigo had hardly spoken these words, before Heim- 
bert, glowing with indignation, snatched his sword from 
its sheath, exclaiming, " This the devil himself could not 
bear !" And now the two young captains fiercely closed 
upon one another. 

This was quite another battle to that which Frederigo 
had previously fought with Lucilla's husband. The two 
soldiers well understood their weapons, and boldly strove 
with one another ; the light gleamed from their swords, as 
first one and then the other made a deadly thrust with the 
speed of lightning, which his adversary as speedily turned 
aside. Firmly they planted the left foot, as if rooted in 
the earth, the right advanced one step to make each on- 
set, and then quickly withdrawn to recover their footing. 
From the resolution and quiet self-possession with which 
both combatants fought, it was easy to see that one or 
other of them must find his grave beneath the orange- 
trees, whose overhanging boughs were now illuminated by 
the glow of morning. This would certainly have been the 
case, had not the report of a cannon from the harbour 
reached them. 

The combatants stopped as at an understood signal, 

c 
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and silently counted till thirty, when a second gun was 
heard. ** That is the signal for embarkation, sefior," said 
Frederigo; "we are now in the emperor's service, and 
all fighting is unlawful which is not against the foes of 
Charles the Fifth. We must defer our combat until the 
termination of the war/' 

The two captains hastened to the shore, and were en- 
gaged in the embarkation of their troops. The sun, rising 
from the sea, shone at once on the ships and the water. 



CHAPTER III. 

The voyagers had for some time to contend with contrary 
winds ; and when, at last, the coast of Barbary became 
visible, the evening closed so deeply orer the sea, that no 
pilot in the little squadron would venture nearer land, 
and they anchored in the calm sea. They crossed them- 
selves, and anxiously waited for the morning ; while the 
soldiers, full of hope and anticipation of honour, assembled 
in groups upon the decks, straining their eyes to see the 
long-desired scene of their glory. 

Meanwhile the heavy firing of besiegers and besieged 
thundered unceasingly from the fortress of Goletta; and 
as the heavy clouds of night thickened over the shore^ the 
flames of the burning houses in the city became more visi- 
ble, and the course of the fiery shots could be distinctly 
traced as they crossed each other in their path of frightfbl 
devastation. It was evident that the Musselmans had 
sallied forth, for a sharp fire of musketry was suddenly 
heard amidst the roaring of the cannon. The fight now 
approached the trenches of the Christians ; and from the 
ships they could hardly see whether the besiegers were in 
danger or not. At last they perceived that the Turks were 
driven back into the fortress : thither the Christian host 
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pursued them, and loud shouts of victory were heard from 
the Spanish camp — Goletta was taken ! 

The troops on board the ships were composed of young 
courageous men ; and how their hearts glowed and beat 
high at this glorious spectacle need not be detailed to those 
who carry a brave heart in their own bosoms ; while to 
any other, all description would be thrown away. 

Heimbert and Frederigo stood near one another. ^' 1 
know not,'' said the latter, ^* what it is which tells me that 
to-morrow I must plant my standard upon yonder height, 
which is so brightly lighted up by the burning brands 
in Goletta." " That is just my feeling," said Heimbert. 
Then the two captains were silent, and turned angrily 
away. 

The wished-for morning at last arose, the ships neared 
the shore, and the troops landed, while an officer was im- 
mediately despatched to apprise the mighty general Alva 
of the arrival of this reinforcement. The soldiers hastily 
ranged themselves on the beach, and were soon in battle- 
order, to await the inspection of their great leader. 

Clouds of dust appeared in the grey twilight, and the 
officer, hastening back, announced the approach of the 
general. And because, in the language of Castile, Alva sig- 
nifies ' morning,' the Spaniards raised a shout of triumph 
at the happy omen they perceived in the first beams of the 
rising sun and the head of the generaPs staff becoming 
visible together. 

Alva's stem pale face soon appeared : he was mounted 
upon a large Andalusian charger of the deepest black, and 
galloped up and down the lines once ; then, halting in the 
middle, looked over the ranks with a scrutinising eye, and 
said, with evident satisfaction, "You pass muster well. 
Tib as it should be. I like to see you in such order, and 
can perceive that, notwithstanding your youth, you are 
tried soldiers. We will first hold a review, and then I will 
lead you to something more interesting." 

He dismounted, and, walking to the right wing, began 
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to inspect one troop after another in the closest manner, 
summoning each captain to his side, and exacting from 
him an account of the most minute particulars. Some- 
times a cannon-ball from the fortress whistled over the 
heads of the soldiers ; and then Alva would stand still, and 
closely observe their countenances. When he saw that no 
eye moved, a contented smile spread itself over his solemn 
face. 

When he had thus examined both divisions, he re- 
mounted his horse, and again placed himself in the mid- 
dle. Stroking his long beard, he said, *' You are in such 
good order, soldiers, that you shall take your part in the 
glorious day which now dawns for our Christian Armada. 
We will take Barbarossa ! Do you hear the drums and 
fifes in the camp? and see him sally forth to meet the 
emperor? Yonder is the place for you !" 

"Vivat Carolus Quintus !" resounded through the 
ranks. Alva beckoned the captains to him, and appointed 
to each his duty. He was used to mingle the German and 
Spanish troops together, that emulation might increase 
their courage ; and on the present occasion it happened 
that Heimbert and Frederigo were commanded to storm 
the height which, now illumined by the beams of morning, 
they recognised as the very same that had appeared so 
inviting the night before. 

The cannons roared, and the trumpets sounded, the 
colours waved proudly in the breeze, and the leaders gave 
the word " March !" when the troops rushed on all sides 
to the battle. 

Thrice had Frederigo and Heimbert almost forced their 
way through a breach in the wall of the fortifications on 
the height, and thrice were they repulsed by the fierce 
resistance of the Turks into the valley below. The Mus- 
selmans shouted after the retreating foe, clashed their 
weapons furiously together, and contemptuously laughing, 
asked whether any one would again venture to give heart 
and brain to the scimitar, and his body to the rolling 
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stones. The two captains, gnashing their teeth with fury, 
rearranged their ranks, in order to fill the places of the 
slain and mortally wounded in these three fruitless attacks. 
Meanwhile a murmur ran through the Christian host, that 
a witch fought for the enemy, and helped them to conquer. 

At this moment Duke Alva rode up to them ; he looked 
sharply at the breach they had made. " Could you not 
break throi^gh the foe here?'' said he, shaking his head. 
" This surprises me ; for from you two youths and your 
troops I expected better things." 

" Do you hear, do you hear that ?*' cried the captains, 
pacing through their lines. 

The soldiers shouted loudly, and demanded to be led 
once more against the enemy. Even those mortally wounded 
exerted their last breath to cry, " Forward, comrades !" 

Swift as an arrow had the great Alva leapt from his 
horse, and, seizing a partisan from the stiff hand of one 
of the slain, he placed himself before them, and cried, ^' I 
will have part in your glory ! In the name of God and 
of the Blessed Virgin, forwards, my children !'' 

They rushed joyfully up the hill, all hearts reanimated, 
and raising their war-cry to heaven, while a few already 
cried, " Victoria ! Victoria !" and the Musselmans seemed 
to give way. Then, like the vision of an avenging angel, 
a maiden, dressed in richly embroidered garments of pur- 
ple and gold, appeared in the Turkish ranks; and those 
who were terrified before, now shouted, " Allah !" and 
accompanied that name ^ith ^'Zelinda, Zelinda!'' The 
maiden drew a small box from beneath her arm ; and after 
opening and breathing into it, threw it among the Chris- 
tian army. A wild explosion from this destructive engine 
scattered through the host a whole fire of rockets, grenades, 
and other fearfiil messengers of death. The astounded 
troops held on through the storm. " On, on !" cried Alva ; 
and ^' On !" echoed the two captains. But at that moment 
a flaming bolt fastened on the duke's high-plumed cap, 
and burnt and crackled about his head, so that the general 



22 THE rwO CAPTATXS. 

fell fainting down the height. Then the Spanish and Ger- 
man troops were generally routed, and fled hurriedly from 
the fearful height before the storm. The Musselraans again 
shouted ; and Zelinda's beauty shone over the conqo^ring 
host like a baleful star. 

When Alva opened his eyes, he saw Heimbert standing 
over him, his clothes, face, and arms scorched by the fire 
he had with much difficulty extinguished on his comman- 
der's head, when a second body of flame rolled down the 
height in the same manner. The duke was thanking the 
youth for his preservation, when some soldiers came by, 
who told him the Saracen power had commenced an attack 
on the opposite wing of the army. Alva threw himself 
on the first' horse they brought him, and without losing a 
word, dashed to the place where the threatened danger 
called him. 

Frederigo's glowing eye was fixed on the rampart where 
the brilliant lady stood, with her snow-white arm extended 
in the act of hurling a two-edged spear ; sometimes encou- 
raging the Musselmans in Arabic, then again speaking 
scornfully to the Christians in Spanish. Don Frederigo 
exclaimed, '^ Oh, foolish lady ! she thinks to daunt me, 
and yet places herself before me, — so tempting, so irre- 
sistible a war-prize !'' 

And as if magic wings had grown from his shoulders, 
he began to fly up the height with such swiftness, that 
Alva's storm-flight from thence appeared a lazy snail's 
pace. Before any one could see how he had gained the 
height, and wresting spear and shield from the lady, he 
seized her in his arms, and attempted to bear her away 
as his prize, while Zelinda clung with both hands to the 
palisade in anxious despair. Her cries for help were 
unavailing ; partly because the Turks were stupified with 
astonishment to see the magic power of the lady overcome 
by the almost magic deed of the youth, and partly because 
the faithful Heimbert, immediately on perceiving his com- 
panion's enterprise, had led both troops to his support, 
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and now stood by his side, fighting hand to hand with the 
besieged. This time the fury of the Musselmans, over- 
come as they were by surprise and superstition, availed 
nothing against the prowess of the Christian soldiers. 

The Spaniards and Germans broke through the enemy, 
assisted by firesh squadrons of their army. The Moham- 
medans fled with frightful howling ; and the banner of the 
holy German empire, and that of the imperial house of 
Castile, united by joyful Victorias, waved over the glorious 
battle-field before the walls of Tunis. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Zelinda had escaped from Frederigo's arms in the con- 
fusion of the conquerors and conquered, and flew so swiftly 
through the well-known ground, that though love and 
desire added wings to his feet, she was soon out of sight. 
This kindled the fury of the enchanted Spaniard so much 
the more against the infidel foe. Wherever they collected 
their scattered force to withstand the progress of the Chris- 
tians, he hastened with the troops, which ranged them- 
selves around him as about a victorious banner; while 
Heimbert was ever at his side like a faithful shield, often 
warding off from his friend dangers which were unper- 
ceived by the infatuated youth. 

They learnt that Barbarossa had fled the day before, 
and pushed onwards with little opposition through the 
gates of Tunis. 

Frederigo's and Heimbert's troops were always toge- 
ther. 

Thick clouds of smoke began to roll through the streets, 
and the soldiers had frequently to shake off the sparks and 
burning fragments which fell upon their coats and richly 
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plumed helmets. ^' Suppose the enemy has set fire to the 
powder-magazine in despair!'' exclaimed the thoughtful 
Heimbert. And Frederigo^ to whom a word or sign was 
sufficient, hastened to the spot from whence the smoke 
proceeded. Their troops pressed closely after them. 

A sudden turn in the street brought them upon a mag- 
nificent palace, out of whose beautifully ornamented win- 
dows the flames were already bursting. Their fitful splen- 
dour seemed to make them like death-torches, prepared to 
do honour to the costly building in the hour of its ruin, as 
they illuminated first one part and then another of the 
massy edifice, and then sunk down again into fearfiil dark- 
ness of smoke and vapour. 

And like a faultless statue, the crowning glory of the 
whole, Zelinda stood upon a giddy projection, wreathed 
around with gleaming tongues of fiame, calling upon the 
faithfiil to assist her in securing from destruction the wis- 
dom of many centuries, which was laid up in this build- 
ing. The pinnacle tottered with the efiects of the fire 
beneath, and a few stones gave way. Frederigo anxiously 
cried to the endangered lady ; and hardly had she with- 
drawn her lovely foot, when the whole came crashing down 
on the pavement. Zelinda disappeared within the burn- 
ing palace, and Frederigo rushed up the marble steps; 
Heimbert, his ever-faithfiil friend, immediately following. 

Their swift feet led them into a vast saJoon, where 
they saw high arches over their heads, and a labyrinth of 
chambers opening one into another around them. The 
walls were all ranged with splendid shelves, in which were 
stored rolls of parchment, papyrus, and palm-leaf, in- 
scribed with the long-forgotten characters of past ages, 
which had now reached the end of their designs ; for the 
fiames were creeping in destruction among them, and 
stretched their serpent-like heads from one repository of 
learning to another ; while the Spanish soldiers, who had 
hoped for plunder, were enraged at finding this mighty 
building filled only with these parchments, and the more 
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fK>, because tbey discerned in them nothing but what ap- 
peared to them magical characters. 

Frederigo flew, as in a dream, through the strange 
halls, now half consumed, ever calling Zelinda ; not think- 
ing or caring for any thing but his enchanting beauty. 
Long did Heimbert remain at his side, till they reached a 
cedar staircase which led to a higher story, where Frede- 
rigo listened a moment, and then said : '^ She is speaking 
there aloud ! she needs my help !" and sprung up the 
glowing steps. Heimbert hesitated an instaut, for he saw 
them giving way, and thought to warn his companion; 
but at that moment they broke down, and left nothing but 
a fiery path. Still he could see that Frederigo had clung 
to an iron grating, over which he soon swung himself. 
The way was inaccessible to Heimbert : quickly recollect- 
ing himself, he lost no time in idly gazing, but hastily 
sought another flight of stairs in the neighbouring halls, 
which would conduct him to his friend. 

Meanwhile Frederigo, following the enchanting voice, 
had reached a gallery, in the midst of which was a fearful 
abyss of flames, while the pillars on each side were yet 
stsoiding. He soon perceived the lovely figure of Zelinda, 
who clung to a pillar with one hand, while with the other 
she threatened some Spanish soldiers, who seemed every 
moment about to seize her, and already had her delicate 
foot advanced to the edge of the glowing gulf. It was 
impossible for Frederigo to join her, for the breadth of 
the separating flames was far too great to spring across. 
Trembling lest his voice should make the maiden, through 
either terror or anger, precipitate herself into the abyss, 
he spoke quite softly over the fiery grave : ** Ah, Zelinda ! 
have no such frightful thoughts ; your preserver is here !" 
The maiden bowed her queenly head. And when Frede- 
rigo saw her so calm and composed, he cried with all the 
thunder of a warrior's voice, " Back ! you rash plunderers ! 
whoever advances one step nearer to that lady shall feel 
the weight of my anger!" They started, and appeared 
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willing to retire, till one among them said, " The knight 
can do us no harm — the gulf is a little too broad for that; 
and as for the lady's throwing herself in, it is evident that 
the young knight is her lover ; and whoever has a lover 
is not so inclined to throw herself away." At this they 
laughed, and again advanced. Zelinda nearedthe flaming 
edge ; but Frederigo, with the fury of a lion, had torn his 
target from his arm, and now flung it across with so sure 
an aim, that the rash leader fell senseless to the ground. 
The rest again stood still. " Away with you !*' cried Fre- 
derigo, authoritatively ; '^ or my dagger shall strike the 
next as surely ; nor will I ever rest till I have found you 
out, and made you feel the force of my vengeance." The 
dagger gleamed in the youth's hand, and yet more fear- 
fully gleamed the rage in his eyes. The soldiers fled. 
Then Zelinda bowed courteously to her preserver; and 
taking a roll of palm-leaves which lay at her feet, she 
hastily disappeared at a side-door of the gallery. In vain 
did Frederigo seek her in the burning palace. 

The great Alva held a council with his officers in an 
open place in the midst of the conquered city, and, by 
means of an interpreter, questioned the Moorish prisoners 
what had become of the beautiful enchantress who had 
been seen encouraging them on the walls, and who, he 
said, was the most lovely sorceress the world ever saw. 
Nothing could be gained from the answers ; for though all 
knew her to be a noble lady, well versed in magic lore, 
none seemed able to tell from whence she had entered 
Tunis, or whither she had now fled. At last, when they 
had begun to think their ignorance was the pretence of 
obstinacy, an old dervish, who had been hitherto unno- 
ticed, pressed forward, and said, with a scornful smile: 
"Whoever wishes to seek the lady, the way is open for 
him. I will not conceal what I know of her destination ; 
and 1 do know something. Only you must first promise 
me I shall not be compelled to guide any one to her, or 
my lips shall remain closed for ever; and you may do 
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what you will with me." He looked like one who would 
keep his word ; and Alva, who was pleased with the man's 
resolute spirit (so akin to his own), gave him the desired 
assurance. The dervish began his relation. 

He was once, he said, wandering in the endless desert 
of Sahara — ^perhaps from empty curiosity, and perhaps for 
a better reason. He lost his way ; and at last, when wea- 
ried to death, he reached one of those fruit-bearing islands 
which they call an oasis. Now followed a description of 
the things he saw there, elothed in all the warmth of ori- 
ental imagery ; so that the hearts of his hearers sometimes 
melted within them, and sometimes their hair stood on 
end at the horrors he related; though, from the strange 
pronunciation of the speaker, and from his hurried way of 
speaking, they could hardly understand half he said. The 
end of all was, that Zelinda dwelt upon this blooming island, 
surrounded on all sides by the pathless desert, and protected 
by magic terrors. On her way thither, as the old dervish 
very well knew, she had left the city half an hour before. 
The contemptuous words with which he closed his speech 
shewed plainly that he desired nothing more than that 
some Christian would undertake the journey, which would 
inevitably lead him to destruction. At the same time he 
solemnly affirmed he had uttered nothing but undoubted 
truth, as a man would do who knows that things are just 
as he related them. Thoughtful and astonished were the 
circle of officers around him. 

Heimbert had just joined the party, after seeking his 
friend in the burning palace, and collecting and arranging 
their troops in such a manner as to prevent the possibility 
of any surprise from the robber-hordes. He now advanced 
before Alva, and humbly bowed. 

"What wilt thou, my young hero?" said Alva, greet- 
ing the young captain in the most friendly manner. " I 
know your smiling, blooming countenance well. The last 
time I saw you, you stood like a protecting angel over 
me. I am so sure that you can make no request but what 
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is knightly and honourable, that I grant it, whatever it 
may be." 

'^ My gracious general," said Heimbert, whose cheeks 
glowed at this praise, '* if I may venture to ask a favour, 
it is, that you will give me permission to follow the lady 
Zelinda in the way this strange dervish has pointed out." 

The great general bowed assentingly, and added : *^ To 
a more noble knight could not this honourable adventure 
be consigned." 

"I do not know that," said an angry voice in the 
crowd ; " but this I do know, that to me, above all other 
men, this adventure belongs, as a reward for the capture 
of Tunis. For who was the first on the height and in the 
city?" 

"That was Don Frederigo Mendez," said Heimbert, 
taking the speaker by the hand, and leading him before 
Alva. " In his favour I will willingly resign my reward ; 
for he has done the emperor and the army better service 
than I have." 

** Neither of you shall lose his reward," said Alva. 
" Each has now permission to seek the maiden in what- 
ever way he thinks best." 

Swift as lightning the two young captains escaped from 
the circle on opposite sides. 



CHAPTER V. 

Like a vast trackless sea, without one object to break the 
dreary monotony of its horizon, ever white and ever deso- 
late, the great desert of Sahara stretches itself before the 
eyes of the unhappy wanderer who has lost himself in this 
frightful region. And, in another way, it resembles the 
ocean. It throws up waves ; and often a burning mist is 
seen on its surface. Not, indeed, the gentle play of the 
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waves which unite all the coasts of the earth ; where each 
wave, as it rolls onward, brings you a message of love from 
the far island-kingdoms, and carries your answer with it 
in a love -flowing dance. These waves are only the wild 
toying of the hot wind with the faithless dust, which al- 
ways falls back again upon its joyless plain, and never 
reaches the solid land, where happy men dwell. It is not 
the lovely cool sea-breeze in which the friendly fays sport 
themselves, and form their blooming gardens and stately 
grottoes : it is the suffocating vapour rebelliously given 
back to the glowing sun by the unfruitful sands. 

Hither the two captains arrived at the same time, and 
stood struck with astonishment at the pathless chaos before 
them. Traces of Zelinda, which were not easily hidden, 
had hitherto compelled them to travel almost always to- 
gether, however displeased Frederigo might be, and what- 
ever angry glances he cast upon his unwelcome companion. 
Each had hoped to overtake Zelinda before she reached the 
desert, well knowing how almost impossible it would be 
to find her, if she had once entered it. And now they had 
£uled in this, and could obtain no further information from 
the few Arabs they met, than that there existed a tradi- 
tion that any one who would travel in a southerly direc- 
tion, guiding his course by the stars, would, the sages 
maintained, arrive at a wonderfully blooming oasis, the 
dwelling of a heavenly beautiful enchantress. But all 
this appeared to the speakers to be highly uncertain and 
mysterious. 

The young men looked troubled; and their horses 
snorted and started back at the treacherous sand, while 
even the riders were uneasy and perplexed. Then they 
sprang from their saddles suddenly, as at some word of 
command ; and taking the bridles from their horses, and 
slackening the girths, they turned them loose on the plain, 
to find their way back to the habitation of man. They 
took some provision from their saddle-bags, placed it on 
their shoulders, and, casting from their feet their heavy 
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riding-boots, they plunged, like two courageous swimmen, 
into the endless waste. 

With no other guide than the sun by day, and by night 
the host of stars, the two captains soon lost sight of one 
another ; for Frederigo had avoided the object of his dis- 
pleasure ; while Heimbert, thinking of nothing but the end 
of his journey, and firmly relying upon God's protectioii 
pursued his course in a due southerly direction. 

The night had many times succeeded the day, when, 
one evening, Heimbert was quite alone on the endless de> 
sert, without one fixed object for his eye to rest upon; 
the light flask he carried was empty; and the evening 
brought with it, instead of the desired coolness, only suf- 
focating columns of sand ; so that the exhausted wanderer 
was obliged to press his burning face to the scorching plain 
to escape the death-bringing cloud. Sometimes he thooght 
he heard footsteps near him, and the sound of a wide mantle 
rustling over him ; but when he raised himself with anzioiu 
haste, he only saw what he had already too often seen in the 
daytime — ^the wild beasts of the wilderness roaming about 
the desert in undisturbed freedom. Now it was a frightful 
camel, then a long-necked ungainly giraffe, or a great os- 
trich with its wings outspread. They all appeared to scoff 
at him; and he resolved to open his eyes no more, but 
rather perish, without allowing these hateful and strange 
creatures to disturb his soul in the hour of death. 

Soon he heard the sound of horse's hoofs and neighing, 
and saw a shadow on the sand, and heard a man's voice 
close to him. Half unwilling, he yet could not resist rais- 
ing himself wearily ; when he saw a rider in an Arab's 
dress on a slender Arabian horse. Overcome with joy at 
the sight of a human being, he exclaimed : ^' Welcome, 
man, in this frightful waste ! and succour, if thou canst, 
thy ifellow-man, who must otherwise perish with thirst." 
And then remembering that the tones of his dear German 
mother-tongue were not intelligible in this joyless land, he 
repeated these words in that common language, the lingua 
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Romano, which is universally used by Mohammedans and 
Christians in this part of the world. 

The Arab was silent some time, and looked with scorn 
upon his strange discovery. At last he replied in the same 
language : ^'I was in Barbarossa's fight, sir knight, as well 
as you ; and if our overthrow affected me bitterly, I now 
find no little satis&ction at seeing one of our conquerors 
lying so pitifdlly before me." 

^* Pitifully I" angrily repeated Heimbert ; and his wound- 
ed feelings of honour for the moment giving him back all 
his strength, he seized his sword, and stood in battle order. 

" Oh, oh !" laughed the Arab ; " is the Christian viper 
80 strong ? Then it only remains for me to put spurs to 
my good steed, and leave thee to perish here, thou lost 
creeping worm." 

" Ride where thou list, dog of a heathen !" retorted 
Heimbert. " Before I accept a crumb from thee, I wiU 
perish, unless the dear God sends me manna in this wil- 
derness." 

The Arab spurred his fleet horse, and galloped two 
hundred paces, laughing long and loud. He stopped, 
however, and, trotting back to Heimbert, said: ''Thou 
art rather too good a knight to leave to die of hunger 
and thirst. Have a care, now : my good sabre shall reach 
thee." 

Heimbert, who had again stretched himself in hopeless 
despair on the burning sand, was quickly roused by these 
words to his feet, sword in hand ; and as the Arab's horse 
flew past him, with a sudden spring the stout German 
avoided the blow and parried the cut which the rider 
aimed at him with his Turkish scimitar. 

Repeatedly did the Arab make similar attacks, vainly 
hoping to give his antagonist the death-blow. At last, 
overcome by impatience, he came so near, that Heimbert 
was able to seize him by the girdle and tear him from the 
fast-galloping horse. With this violent exertion, Heim- 
bert also fell to the ground, but he lay above his adver- 
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sary ; and holding a dagger he had pulled from his girdle 
before his face, he said: "Wilt thou have mercy or death?" 

The Arab closed his eyes before the murderous steel, 
and answered: "Have pity on me, thou brave warrior! 
I surrender to thee." 

Heimbert commanded him to throw away the sabre he 
still held in his right hand. He did so ; and both com- 
batants rose from the ground, to sink again immediately 
upon the sand ; for the conqueror felt himself far weaker 
than the conquered. 

The Arab's good horse had returned to his master, as i8 
the custom of those noble animals, who never forsake even 
a fallen lord, and now stood behind them, stretching his 
long slender neck over them with a friendly look. 

" Arab," said Heimbert, with exhausted voice, " take 
from thy horse what provision thou hast, and place it be- 
fore me." 

The subdued Arab did humbly what was commanded 
him, now submitting to the will of his conqueror, as he had 
before treated him with revengeful anger. 

After taking some draughts of palm -wine from the 
skin, Heimbert looked at the youth with new eyes. He 
partook of some fruits, drank again of the wine, and said, 
** Have you much farther to ride this night, young man?" 

"Yes, indeed," answered the Arab, sorrowfully. " Upon 
a very distant oasis dwells my aged father and my bloom- 
ing bride. Now, even if you leave me my freedom, I must 
perish in this waste desert before I can reach my lovely 
home." 

" Is that the oasis," asked Heimbert, " on which the 
powerful magic lady, Zelinda, dwells ?'' 

" Allah forbid !" exclaimed the Arab, clasping his hands 
together. " Zelinda's wondrous island receives none but 
magicians, and lies far to the scorching south ; while our 
friendly home stretches towards the cooler west." 

" I only asked the question to see if we could be com- 
panions by the way," said Heimbert, kindly. '^ As that 
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cannot be, we must divide every thing ; for I would not 
have 80 good a soldier perish with hunger and thirst.'^ 

Saying this, the young captain began to divide the 
fruits and wine into two portions, placing the greater at 
his left hand, the smaller at his right, and desired the Arab 
to take the former. He listened with astonishment as Heim- 
bert added : " See, good sir, I have either not much fur- 
ther to pursue my journey, or I shall die in this desert ; of 
that I have a strong presentiment. Besides, I cannot carry 
so much on foot as you can on horseback." 

^^ Knight ! victorious knight I" cried the amazed Mus- 
selman, " do you give me my horse V 

'^ It would be a sin and shame to deprive so noble a 
rider of such a faithful beast,'' replied Heimbert, smiling. 
^^ Ride ouj in God's name ! and may you safely reach your 
destination." 

He assisted him to mount; and just as the Arab was 
thanking him, he suddenly exclaimed, ''The magic lady!" 
and, putting spurs to his horse, flew over the dusty plain 
swift as the wind ; while Heimbert, on looking round, saw 
close beside him, in the bright moonlight, a shining figure, 
which he easily recognised to be Zelinda. 



CHAPTER VI. 

t 

The lady looked fixedly at the young soldier, and ap- 
peared thinking how she shoidd address him, while he, 
with astonishment at suddenl}' finding her he had so long 
sought, was equally at a loss for words. At length she 
said in Spanish, ''Thou wonderful enigma, I have been 
witness to all that has passed between thee and the Arab ; 
and the afiair perplexes my head as a whirlwind. Tell me 
plainly, that I may know whether thou art a madman or 
an angel." 

D 
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" I am neither one or other, dear lady," answered 
Heimbert, with his wonted friendliness. " I am only a 
poor wanderer, who have been obeying one of the com- 
mands of his dear Lord Jesus Christ." 

" Sit down," said Zelinda, " and relate to me the his- 
tory of thy lord, who must be an unheard-of person, if he 
has such servants as thee. The night is cool and still, and 
beside me thou hast nothing to fear from the dangers of 
the waste." 

" Lady," replied Heimbert, smiling, " I am not of a 
fearful disposition, and when I am speaking of my blessed 
Lord and Redeemer, I know not the least anxiety." 

So saying, they both sat down on the now cooled sand, 
and began a wondrous conversation, while the clear moon 
shone upon them like a magic lamp from the high blue 
heavens. Heimbert's words, full of love, and truth, and 
simplicity, sank like soft sunbeams into Zelinda's heart, 
driving away the unholy magic power which ruled her, and 
wrestling with that for possession of the noble territory of 
her soul. When the morning dawned, she said, '^Thou 
wouldst not be called an angel, but surely thou art one ; 
for what are the angels but messengers of the most high 
God ?" 

" In that sense," returned Heimbert, " I am content 
to be so called. My hope is, to bear His message at all 
times ; and if He bestows further grace and strength upon 
me, it will give me pleasure if you become my companion 
in this pious work." 

" That is not impossible," said Zelinda, thoughtfully. 
^' But first come with me to my island, where thou shalt 
be entertained as beseems such an ambassador, far better 
than here on the desert sand, with miserable palm-wine, 
which thou must obtain with difficulty." 

" Pardon me," answered Heimbert; " it is difficult to 
refuse a lady any request, but it is unavoidable on this 
occasion. In your island, many glorious things are brought 
together by forbidden arts, and their forms are changed 
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from those the Almighty One created. These might dazzle 
my senses, and in the end enslave them. If you wish to 
hear more of those best and purest things which I can re- 
late to you, you must come out to me on this barren sand. 
The Arab's dates and palm-wine will suffice for many a 
day yet." 

** You woidd do much better to come with me," said 
Zdinda, shaking her head with a dissatisfied smile. '^ You 
were surely neither bom nor educated for a hermit, and 
there is nothing upon my oasis so very mysterious as you 
suppose. What is there so strange in birds, and beasts, 
and flowers, being collected together from different parts 
of the world, and perhaps a little changed, so that one 
partakes of the nature of another, as you must have seen in 
our Arabian pictures? A moving changing flower, a bird 
growing on a branch, a fountain emitting fiery sparks, a 
singing bough — ^these truly are not such frightful^ hateful 
things ?" 

'^ He must avoid temptation, who will not be overcome 
by it," answered Heimbert, very gravely. " I shall re- 
main in the wilderness: is it your pleasure to visit me 
here again V 

Zelinda looked down, somewhat displeased, then lowly 
bending her head, she answered, ** Yes ; to-morrow even- 
ing I will be here." She turned away, and immediately 
disappeared in the rising storm-blast of the desert. 

With the return of evening the lovely lady appeared, 
and watched the night through in holy converse with the 
inspired youth, leavmg him in the morning humbler, 
purer, and more pious ; and this went on for several days. 
** Thy palm-wine and dates must be consumed," said Ze- 
linda one evening ; and placed before Heimbert a flask of 
rich wine and some costly fruits. He, however, softly put 
the gifts aside, and answered, '^ Noble lady, I thank you 
from my heart, but I fear these have been made by your 
magic arts ; or could you assure me that they are not, by 
Him whom you are beginning to know ?" Zelinda's eyes 
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sank in sUent confusion, and she took back her gifts. The 
next evening she brought some similar provisions, and, 
smiling confidently, gave the desired assurance. Then 
Heimbert partook of them without scruple ; and henceforth 
the pupil hospitably provided for the sustenance of her 
teacher in the wilderness. 

And now, as the knowledge of the truth sank more 
deeply in Zelinda's soul, so that she often sat till morning 
listening to the young man with glowing cheeks, flowing 
hair, sparkling eyes, and folded hands, he carefully ob- 
served to make her understand that it was on account of 
his friend he had sought her in this dreary region, and that 
it was Frederigo's love for her which was the means of the 
highest good to her soul. She well remembered the hand- 
some fearless young captain who had stormed the height 
and clasped her in his arms, and related to their friend 
how he had saved her in the burning library. Heimbert 
had many pleasant things to say of Frederigo ; of his 
knightly deeds, his serious mind, and of his love to Ze- 
linda, which, since the capture of Tunis, woidd not be 
hidden within his troubled breast, but betrayed itself in a 
thousand ways, sleeping or waking, to the young German. 
The godly truth, and the image of her loving hero, entered 
Zelinda's heart together, and both took root there. Heim- 
bert's presence, and the almost adoring admiratiou with 
which his pupil regarded him, did not disturb this state 
of mind ; for from the first moment, his appearance had 
something too pure and heavenly to allow of any thoughts 
of earthly love. When Heimbert was alone, he often 
smiled to himself, and said in his own beloved German 
language, " How delightful it is to be able, consciously, to 
repay Frederigo the service he did me, unconsciously, with 
his angelic sister V Then he would sing such lovely Ger- 
man songs of Clara's beauty and pious grace, as sounded 
strangely pleasant in the wilderness, and beguiled his long 
and lonely hours. 

As once Zelinda came in the evening light, her steps 
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airy and graceful, and carrying a basket of food for Heim- 
bert on her lovely head, he smiled and shook his head, 
saying, " It is quite incomprehensible to me, lovely maiden, 
why you continue to come to me in this waste. You can- 
not find pleasure in magic arts now that the spirit of truth 
and love dwells within you ; and if you changed all things 
in your oasis into the natural forms which the merciful 
Qod gave them, I could go thither with you, and we should 
have much more time for holy converse." 

" Sir knight," answered Zelinda, " you speak truly, 
and I have thought of doing what you say for many days, 
but a strange visitor deprives me of the power. The der- 
vish whom you saw in Tunis, is with me ; and because in 
past days we have performed many magic works together, 
he thinks to usurp his former authority over me now. He 
perceives the alteration in me, and on that account is the 
more importunate." 

** We must either expel or convert him," said Heim- 
bert, girding on his sword, and taking up his shield from 
the ground. '^ Lead me, dear lady, to your wonderful 
island." 

^' You avoided it before," answered the astonished 
damsel, ^' and it still remains quite unchanged." 

*' Formerly it would have been only rashness to venture," 
returned Heimbert. " You came out to me here, which 
was better for us both. Now, however, the old serpent 
might destroy in you the work the Lord has done, and it is 
therefore a knightly duty to go. In God's name, then, to 
the work." And they hastened together across the darken- 
ing plain to the blooming island. 

Magic airs began to play about their heads, and bright 
stars sparkled from the waving boughs beside their path. 
Heimbert fixed his eyes on the ground, and said, *' Go 
before me, lovely lady, and guide me at once to the place 
where I shall find the dervish, for I will see as little of 
these distracting magic forms as is possible." 

Zelinda did as he desired; and so, for the moment, 
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each performed the other's part. The maiden was the 
guide, while Heimbert followed, with confiding friendli- 
ness, in the unknown path. 

Branches stooped as if to caress their cheeks; wonder- 
ful singing-birds grew from the bushes ; golden and grees 
serpents, with little golden crowns, crept on the velvet- 
turf, on which Heimbert stedfastly bent his eyes, and 
brilliant stones gleamed from the moss. When the ser- 
pents touched these jewels, they gave forth a silvery sound. 
The soldier let the serpents creep, and the precious stones 
sparkle, without caring for any thing save to follow hastily 
the footsteps of his guide. 

" We are at the place," said she, with suppressed voice; 
and looking up, he saw a shining grotto of shells, and 
perceived within a man asleep, clad in a complete suit of 
gold scale-armour, of the old Numidian fashion. 

'^Is that also a phantom, in golden scales?'' asked 
Heimbert, smiling. 

" Oh, no," answered Zelinda, very gravely, " it is the 
dervish himself; and I see, from his having clothed him- 
self in that coat of mail, which has been made invulner- 
able by being dipped in dragon's blood, that he has, by 
his magic, made himself aware of our intentious." 

" What does that signify ?" said Heimbert ; *' he must 
know them at last." And he began to call with cheerful 
voice, ^* Awake, old man ! awake ! here is an acquaintance 
of yours, to whom you must speak." 

As the dervish opened his great rolling eyes, all the 
wondrous things in this magic region began to move : the 
water to dance, the branches to strike one another in wild 
confusion, and, at the same time, the jewels, and corals, 
and shells gave forth strange perplexing melodies. 

" Roll and turn, thunder and play, as you will," cried 
Heimbert, looking stedfastly around him, '' you shall not 
turn me from my good purpose ; and to overpower all 
this tumult, God has given me a strong far-sounding sol- 
dier's voice." Then he turned to the dervish, saying, " It 
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appears, old man, that you already know what has passed 
between Zelinda and me. If you do not know the whole 
matter, I will tell you, in a few words, that already she 
is as good as a Christian, and the bride of a noble Spa- 
nish knight. For your own sake, do not put any hin- 
drance in the way ; but it would be far better for you, 
if you would also become a Christian. Talk to me of 
this, and command all these devilries to cease ; for see, 
dear sir, our religion speaks of such divine and heavenly 
things, that one must lay aside all rough and violent pas- 
sions." 

But the dervish, whose hatred glowed towards all 
Christians, hardly waited to hear the knight's last words 
before he pressed upon him with drawn scimitar. Heim- 
bert put aside his thrust, saying, " Take care of yourself, 
sir : I have heard that your weapons are charmed ; but 
that avails nought before my good sword, which has been 
consecrated in holy places." The dervish recoiled from 
the sword wildly, but as wildly sprang to the other side of 
his adversary, who only caught the deadly cuts with his 
target. Like a golden scaly dragon, the Mohammedan 
swung himself round Heimbert, with a ferocity which, 
with his long flowing white beard, had something ghastly 
and horrible in it. Heimbert was prepared to oppose him 
on all sides, only watching carefully for some opening in 
the scales made by his violent movements. At last it 
happened as he expected : he saw between the breast and 
arm the dark garments of the dervish, and there the Ger- 
man made his deadly thrust. The old man cried, ^' Allah ! 
Allah V and fell, fearful even in his fall, senseless to the 
ground. 

" Yet I pity him," sighed Heimbert, leaning on his 
sword, and looking down on his fallen foe ; '^ he fought 
nobly, and in his death he called upon his Allah, whom he 
believes to be the true God. We must give him honour- 
able burial." He dug a grave with the broad scimitar of 
his adversary, laid the corpse in it, covering it with turf, 
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and knelt in silent heartfelt prayer for the soul of the 
departed. 



CHAPTER VII. 

When Heimbert rose from his pious duty, his first glance 
fell on the smiling Zelinda, who stood by his side; the 
second, upon the completely changed scene around. Grot- 
toes and caverns had vanished, and with them also the 
half- terrible, half-charming caricatures of trees and beasts; 
a gentle hillock of the softest green sloped on each side 
from the point where he stood to the sandy plain. Several 
little springs of water murmured in refreshing beauty, and 
date-trees overhung the pleasant spot, all now smiling 
>vith simple sweet peace in the beams of the rising sun. 

" Lady," said Heimbert to his companion, "you can 
now feel how immeasurably greater and more beautiful is 
all that the dear Father of us all has created than anv 
work of man's highest art. To assist Him in His gracious 
works has the Heavenly Gardener, in His abundant mercy, 
granted to us. His beloved children, that we may become 
thereby better and happier ; but we should be especially 
careful not to walk in our own rash wilful ways : this it is 
which drives us a second time irom Paradise." 

" It shall not happen again," said Zelinda, humbly 
kneeling before the youth. " Wouldst thou dare, in this 
desolate region, where we can meet with no priest of our 
faith, to bestow upon me, who am now changed, without 
farther delay, the blessing of Holy Baptism ?" 

Heimbert answered, after a thoughtful pause, " I hope 
I may do this : if I am wrong, God will pardon what is 
surely done in zeal to bring to Him so worthy a soul as 
soon as possible." 

They walked side by sifle to one of the springs of the 
oasis, silently praying, and their souls filled with peaceful 
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hope. By the time they had reached it, and addressed 
themselves to the holy work, the sun had risen in glory, 
as if to confirm and strengthen them in their purpose ; so 
that their beaming countenances looked joyful and con- 
fiding to one another. Heimbert had not thought of what 
Christian name he would bestow upon his neophyte ; but 
as he sprinkled the water over her, and saw the desert- 
sea, so solemn in the glow of morning, he remembered the 
pious hermit Antonius in his £g3rptian waste, and baptised 
the lovely convert — Antonia. 

They passed the day in holy conversation, and Antonia 
shewed her friend a little cave where she used to keep her 
provisions, when she first dwelt on this oasis. ^*For," 
said she, "the good God is my witness that my motive 
for coming hither was to become better acquainted with 
Him and His works in solitude, without the least thought 
of learning magic arts. Then came the dervish tempting 
me ; and he drew, by his horrible power, the evil spirits 
of the desert into a league against me, and they allured me 
to make all the things they shewed me either in dreams 
or awake." 

Heimbert had no scruple to take with him from this 
store whatever of wine and dried fruits would be useful for 
their journey. Antonia assured him that the way, which 
was very well known to her, would lead them in a few 
days to the firuitftil shore of this waterless ocean. With the 
approach of evening coolness they began their wanderings. 
The travellers had almost traversed this pathless plain, 
when, one day, they saw a wandering figure at a very 
great distance ; for in the boundless Sahara every object is 
visible an immense way ofi^, if the whirlwind of the desert 
raises no sandy columns to intercept the view. This un- 
fortunate man seemed uncertain which way to direct his 
steps, sometimes taking one direction, and then changing 
to the opposite one. Antonia's oriental falcon-eyes could 
discover that it was no Arab, but a man in knightly garb. 
" Oh, dear sister," said Heimbert, with eager joy, *Mt 
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must be poor Frederigo seeking thee ! For Ood's sake, let 
us hasten, lest he lose us, and perhaps his own life also, in 
this immeasurable waste." 

They strove with all their power to reach him, but, 
owing to the burning sun (for it was now midday), Anto- 
nia could not long support these hasty steps ; and soon the 
fearful storm-blast raised the cloud of sand, which com- 
pletely obscured the object of their search. 

With the rising moon they renewed their pursuit, call- 
ing loudly upon Frederigo, and making signal-flags of 
their white handkerchief tied to their walking-staffs ; but 
all in vain. The object which had disappeared remained 
invisible. Only a few giraffes sprang timidly before them, 
and the ostriches crossed their path with winged speed. 

At last, when morning dawned, Antonia stopped, and 
said, ''Thou canst not leave me alone, brother, in this 
wilderness, and I cannot go one step further. God will 
protect the noble Frederigo ; for how can a Father forsake 
so excellent a child V 

'' The pupil shames the tutor," returned Heimbert, his 
sorrowful face brightening into a smile. '' We have done 
our parts, and may confidently leave the rest to God, 
hoping He will assist our helplessness." He spread his 
mantle on the sand, that Antonia might rest more com- 
fortably ; but suddenly looked up, exclaiming, '' Oh, Grod ! 
there is a man quite buried in the sand ! oh that he may 
not be already dead I" 

Immediately he began to sprinkle wine from their little 
flask upon his forehead, and to chafe his temples with it. 
At length he slowly opened his eyes, and said, '' Oh that 
the morning-dew had not again fallen on me, then I should 
have perished unknown and unlamented in this desert, as 
it must happen at last V With these words he closed his 
eyes again, like one drunken with sleep ; but Heimbert un- 
ceasingly continued his endeavours to restore him, and after 
some time the wearied wanderer half raised himself on the 
sand. 
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He looked irom Heimbert to Ids companion, and again 
at Heimbert, and suddenly exclaimed, gnashing his teeth 
with rage, ^' It is even so : I shall not perish in the dim 
obscurity of forgetfiilness ; I have lived to see the success 
of my rival, and my sister's shame V He sprang eagerly 
to his feet, and rushed on Heimbert with drawn sword. 
The Grerman moved neither sword nor arm, but answered, 
with a friendly voice, ^' So exhausted as thou art, I cannot 
possibly take advantage of thee ; besides, I must first place 
this lady in security." 

Antonia, who had looked at first with much emotion 
on the angry knight, now stepped between the two, and 
said, ^^Oh, Frederigo, neither misery nor anger can en- 
tirely disfigure thee ; but in what has my noble brother 
ofiended thee ?" 

" Brother !" repeated Frederigo, with astonishment. 

"Or godfather, or confessor," said Heimbert: "call 
me which you please ; only call this lady no longer Ze- 
linda — her name is Antonia ; she is a Christian, and thv 
bride !" 

Frederigo stood lost in astonishment ; but Heimbert's 
true-hearted words and Antonia's lovely blushes inter- 
preted the enigma for him. He sank before the long- 
cherished image of his lady ; and here, in this inhospitable 
desert, there bloomed to heaven a flower of love, gratitude, 
and faith. 

The excitement of this overpowering happiness at last 
gave way to bodily fatigue. Antonia reposed her delicate 
limbs on the now scorching sand, like a drooping flower, 
and slept under the protection of her lover and chosen 
brother. 

" Sleep thou also," said Heimbert sofdy to Frederigo ; 
^' thou must have wandered £eu*, for weariness is stamped 
upon thine eyelids, while I am quite fresh, and will watch 
beside thee." 

"Ah, Heimbert," sighed the noble Castilian, "my 
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sister is thine, thou messenger of heaven — that is an un- 
derstood thing ; but for our unfinished quarrel — " 

"Certainly," interrupted Heimbert, very gravely, ^*thoii 
must satisfy me for every hasty word when we are again 
in Spain. But, till then, I beg thou wilt never mention it, 
for it is no fit topic of conversation." 

Frederigo sorrowfully reposed on the sand, overpowered 
by long-resisted sleep ; and Heimbert knelt to thank Grod 
for 80 many gracious blessings already bestowed, and for 
placing so joyful a future before him. 

The next day the three travellers reached the border of 
the desert, and refreshed themselves with a week's rest at 
a little village hard by ; which, with its shadowing trees 
and soft green pastures, seemed like a little Paradise com- 
pared to the joyless Sahara. Frederigo's condition made 
this rest particularly necessary ; for he had not once left 
the desert, and was often compelled to fight with the wan- 
dering Arabs for his subsistence, and sometimes he had 
suffered the total want of food and drink. At length he 
became so perplexed, that the stars no longer sufficed to 
guide him, and he was driven about, sorrowful and aim- 
less, like the whirlwind of the desert. 

Even now, when he fell asleep after the noon-day meal, 
and Antonia and Heimbert watched his slumbers like two 
smiling angels, he would suddenly awake in terror, and 
look round him with horror, till, reassured by their friendly 
faces, he sunk back again to rest. In answer to the ques- 
tions they put to him when he was fully awake, he said 
that, in his wanderings, nothing had been more horrible 
to him than the deceitful dreams which sometimes carried 
him to his own home, sometimes into the merry camp of 
his comrades, and sometimes even into Zelinda's neigh- 
bourhood, and doubled, by contrast, the helpless misery of 
the frightful desert. This it was which always gave to the 
moment of waking something fearful, and even in sleep he 
retained a dim consciousness of past sufferings. 
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''You cannot think," added he, "what it was to be 
suddenly banished from the well-known scenes to the end- 
less waste, where, instead of the long-desired enchanting 
countenance of my beloved, I only saw the long neck of a 
liateful camel curiously stretched over me, and with yet 
more hate^l timidity springing away as I rose." 

This, together with other effects of his misfortunes, 
300U passed away from Frederigo's mind, and they con- 
tinued their journey to Tunis. Yet the remembrance of 
bis conduct to Heimbert, and its unavoidable consequences, 
spread like a cloud over the noble Spaniard's brow, and 
softened the natural sternness of his character, so that 
Antonia could cling more closely to him with her loving 
heart. 

Tunis, which had been the scene of Zelinda's magic 
power, and of her zeal against the Christians, now wit- 
nessed her solemn baptism in a newly-consecrated edifice ; 
and immediately afterwards the three companions em- 
barked with favourable winds for Malaga. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Beside the fountain where she had parted from Hebn^ 
bert, Dofia Clara sat one evening in deep thought. The 
guitar on her arm gave forth a few solitary chords, which 
her delicate hand dreamily enticed from it; and at last 
they formed themselves into a melody, while the following 
words were murmured from her half-opened lips : 

** Say who, by Tunis' walls afar, 
Where with grim bands of Paynim might 
The Spaniard and the German fight, — 
From lilies dark with gory dew, 
And roses of death's pallid hne, 
Say, who hath won the prize of war ? 

Of Alva ask the tale of fame, 
And he two knights of pride will name : 
One was my brother, tried and brave ; 
One, he to whom my heart I gave : 
And fain I hoped, in joyous light, 
To weave their garlands doubly bright 

But sadly o'er my eyes and brow 
A widow's veil falls doubly noW ; 
The knights are gone, and ne'er again 
Shall they be found 'mid living men 



ff 



The guitar was silent, and soft dew-drops fell from her 
heavenly eyes. Heimbert, who was hidden behind the 
neighbouring orange-tree, felt sympathetic tears roll down 
his cheeks ; and Frederigo, who had led him and Antonia 
in by the garden-way, would no longer keep the cup of 
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joy from the restored ones, but disclosed himself, with a 
dear form on either arm, as a messenger from heaven to 
his sister. 

But such moments of high overpowering delight, like 
the most precious and long-expected heavenly blessings, 
are better imagined than described. It is only doing an 
ill service to recount what this one said, and that one did. 
Picture it then to thyself, dear reader, after thine own 
fancy, if the two pairs in my story have become dear to 
thee, and thou art now intimate with them. If this be not 
the case, my words would be lost upon thee. For those, 
then, who with hearty pleasure have dwelt on the re-union 
of sister and lover, I will proceed with increased satis- 
&ction. 

When Heimbert, casting a significant look at Fre- 
derigo, wished to retire, after having placed Antonia in 
Do5a Clara's protection, the noble Spaniard would not 
permit him. He detained his companion with the most 
courteous and brotherly kindness, entreating him to re- 
main till the evening banquet, at which many distinguished 
persons of the family of Mendez were present. In their 
presence Frederigo declared that the brave Heimbert of 
Waldhausen was Dona Clara's bridegroom : at the same 
time calling them to witness the sealing it with the most 
solemn words, in order that whatever might afterwards 
happen, which should seem inimical to their contract, it 
might yet remain indissoluble. The spectators were some- 
what astonished at these strange precautionary measures, 
though no one opposed Frederigo's desire, but unhesita- 
tingly gave him their word that they would carry out his 
wishes. Their ready compliance was greatly caused by 
Duke Alva's having, during his late sojourn in Malaga, 
filled the whole city wilh his praises of the two heroic young 
captains. 

When the generous wines were circulating round the 
table, Frederigo stepped behind Heimbert's chair, and 
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whispered, '^ If it please you, senor, the moon is now risen 
and shining bright as day: I am ready to meet yon." 
Heimbert bowed assentingly, and the youths left the haU, 
followed by the sweet salutations of their unsuspecting 
brides. 

As they passed through the blooming gardens, Frede* 
rigo said, ^' Ah ! how happily we might have walked to- 
gether here, had it not been for my rashness V 

"Yes, truly," answered Heimbert; "but as it has 
happened, and cannot now be otherwise, we will proceed, 
and only look upon one another as soldiers and noble- 



men." 



" Even so," replied Frederigo ; and they hastened on 
to the farthest part of the gardens, where the sound of 
their clashing arms might not reach the high banqueting 
haU. 

Silent and enclosed amid dark groves was the chosen 
spot. No sounds could be heard there from the joyous 
company, no noise from the populous streets of the city. 
Only high in heaven the full moon shone down with bright 
beams upon the solemn circle. It was the right place. 
Both captains drew their shining blades, and stood opposite 
to one another, ready for the combat; but before they 
began, a kindlier feeling drew them to each another ; they 
lowered their weapons, and embraced in the most brotherly 
manner, then they tore themselves away, and the fearful 
fight began. 

They were now no more brothers in arms — no more 
friends — no more brothers in law, who raised the sharp 
swords against each other. With firm boldness, but with 
cool collectedness, they fell upon one another, whilst each 
guarded his own breast at the same time. After a few hot 
deadly passes, the combatants were compelled to rest, and 
they regarded one another with increased love ; each re- 
joicing to find his dear comrade so stout and courageous. 
Then the fierce strife began anew. 
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Heimbert dashed aside Frederigo's sword with his left 
hand as it was thrust at his side, bat the keen edge had 
penetrated through his leathern glove, and the rosy blood 
gushed out. 

" Halt !" cried Frederigo ; and they searched for the 
wound : but finding it of no importance, they bound it 
up, and with undiminished ardour renewed the fight. It 
was not long before Heimbert's sword pierced Frederigo's 
shoulder, and the German, conscious that it had done 
so, cried in his turn, " Halt." At first Frederigo would 
not acknowledge that there was a wound ; but when the 
blood streamed forth, he accepted his friend's assistance. 
This wound also seeming of no consequence, and the 
noble Spaniard finding himself strong enough in arm and 
hand to wield the sword, they pursued the deadly con- 
test. 

Then they heard a garden-door open, and the tread as 
of a horse from the groves. Both combatants stayed their 
stem work, and turned to the unwelcome visitant. The 
next moment they saw through the slender pines some one 
approaching whose bearing and dress shewed that he was 
a warrior, mounted on a stately charger ; and Frederigo, 
as master of the house, said to him, ^' Sefior, why you 
have intruded into a strange garden, we will inquire an- 
other time. I shall now only beg of you to retire from it 
at once, and to leave me your name." 

^^ I shall not retire at present," answered the stranger ; 
'^ but my name I will gladly tell you. I am the Duke of 
Alva." 

At this moment the moonbeams fell upon his stern 
pale face — that dwelling-place of all that was noble, and 
great, and majestic. The two captains bowed low and 
sank their arms. 

" I surely know you," said Alva, looking at them 
fixedly with his dark eyes. ** Yes, truly, I do know you, 
you two young heroes of the battle of Tunis. God be 
. * B 
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blessed and praised, that I find two such noble warriors 
alive, whom I had almost given up for lost. But tell me 
now, what has turned your brave swords against each 
other? 1 trust you will not object to lay open before me 
the cause of this knightly encounter.^' 

They complied with the great duke's behest. Both 
the youths related their history, from the evening before 
the embarkation till the present moment; whilst Alva 
remained motionless before them in deep meditation, look- 
ing almost like an equestrian statue. 

The captains had already long ended their story, and 
the duke still remained silent and motionless in deep 
meditation. At last he addressed them in the following 
manner : — 

" May God and His holy word help me, my young 
knights, as I tell you, with my best wisdom and truth of 
heart, that I believe this afiair of yours to be now perfectly 
settled. Twice have you fought with one another on ac- 
count of the irritating words which escaped Don Frede- 
rigo's lips : and if indeed the slight wounds which you 
have hitherto received are not sufficient, still, your having 
been comrades in the fight at Tunis, and Sir Heimbert of 
Waldhausen having saved Don Frederigo Mendez' life in 
the desert, after he had rescued his bride for him in battle, 
all this gives the knight of Waldhausen the privilege of for- 
giving an enemy every ofience, to whom he has shewn 
himself so well inclined. The old Roman history tells us 
of two centurions under the great Julius Caesar who settled 
a dispute, and contracted a hearty brotherly friendship, 
from fighting side by side, and delivering one another 
out of the midst of the Gallic army. But I affirm that 
you two have done more for each other; and therefore 
I declare this afiair to be entirely settled and at an end. 
Sheathe your swords, then, and embrace in my pre- 
sence." 

Obedient to their general's command, the young knights 
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for the present put up their swords ; but, anxious lest the 
slightest shade should fall upon their honour, they yet de- 
layed the reconciling embrace. 

The great Alva looked somewhat sternly upon them, 
and said, ^^ Do you suppose, young knights, that I could 
desire to save the lives of two soldiers at the expense of 
their good name ? Sooner than that, I would rather see 
you both struck dead at once. But I see that with such 
obstinate men, one must proceed to more effective mea- 
sures.'^ And leaping from his horse, which he bound to a 
tree, he stepped between the two captains with a drawn 
sword in his right hand, crying out, " Whoever takes upon 
him to deny that the quarrel between Sir Heimbert of 
Waldhausen and Don Frederigo Mendez is nobly and 
honourably settled, shall have to do with Duke Alva for 
life or death. And should either of the aforenamed knights 
object to this, let him declare it. I stand as champion for 
my own opinion." 

The youths bowed to their great umpire, and sank into 
one another's arms. The duke embraced them with heart- 
felt affection, which appeared the more charming and re- 
freshing, as any outward demonstration of it was seldom 
to be seen in this strong-minded man. 

Then he led the reconciled ones back to their brides ; and 
when these, after the first joyful surprise at the presence 
of the much-honoured general was over, started back on 
perceiving drops of blood on the youths' garments, the 
duke said laughingly, ^' Oh ! the brides-elect of soldiers 
must not shrink from such medals of honour." 

The Duke Alva took on himself to stand as father to 
both the happy brides, and to ^x the festival of their be- 
trothal for tiie very next day. From this time forth they 
all lived in undisturbed concord ; and when Sir Heimbert 
was recalled with his lovely spouse to the bosom of his 
native Germany, the two families yet continued near each 
other by letters and constant cpmmunications. And in 
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after times the descendants of the lord of Waldhansen 
boasted their connexion with the family of Mendez, while 
the latter ever preserved the tradition of the brave and 
magnanimous Heimbert of Waldhausen. 
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1 ANi J ears ago there lived in the 
island of Fuhnen a noble knight, 
called Froda the iriLod of the Skalds, 
who was su named because he not onljrof- 
' fered free hospitality in lii fair castle to 
every renowned and noble bard, but like- 
rove with all his might to discover 
npient songs, and talen, ajid legends, 
\ whtch in Runic writings or elsewhere, were 
D be found be had even made Bome 
i voyages to Iceland in seaich of them, and 
1 fought manj a hard battle with the 
\'i/ pirates of tliose seas^torhe wm also a right 
vahant knight and he followed bis great 
ancestors not only m their love of song, but 
ttlsj in their bold d cods of arms. Although 
he was still scarcely beyond the pnme of youth, yet all die 
other nobles in the island willingly submitted themselves 
to him, whether in council or in war ; nay, bis renown 
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had even been carried ere now over the sea to the neigh- 
bouring land of Germany. 

One bright autumn evening this honour-loving knight 
sat before his castle, as he was often wont to do, that he 
might look far and wide over land and sea, and that he 
might invite any travellers who were passing by, as was 
his custom, to share in his noble hospitality. But on this 
day he saw little of all that he was accustomed to look 
upon ; for on his knees there lay an ancient book with skil- 
fully and richly painted characters, which a learned Ice- 
lander had just sent to him across tiie sea: it was the his- 
tory of Aslauga, the fair daughter of Sigurd, who at first, 
concealing her high birth, kept goats among the simple 
peasants of the land, clothed in mean attire ; then, in the 
golden veil of her flowing hair, won the love of King Rag- 
nar Lodbrog; and at last shone brightly on the Danish 
throne as his glorious queen, till the day of her death. 

To the Knight Froda it seemed as though the gra- 
cious Lady Aslauga rose in life and birth before him, so 
that his calm and stedfast heart, true indeed to ladies' ser- 
vice, but never yet devoted to one particular female image, 
burst forth in a clear flame of love for the fair daughter of 
Sigurd. " What matters it," thought he to himself, "that 
it is more than a hundred years since she disappeared firom 
earth? She sees so clearly into this heart of mine — and what 
more can a knight desire ? wherefore she shall henceforth 
be my honoured love, and shall inspire me in battle and in 
song/' And therewith he sang a lay on his new love, 
which ran in the following manner: 

** They ride over hill and dale apace 
To seek for their love the fairest fecc — 
They search through city and forest-glade 
To find for their love the gentlest maid — 
They climb wherever a path may lead 
To seek the wisest dame for their meed. 
Ride on, ye knights ; but ye never may see 
What the light of song has shewn to me : 
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Loveliest, gentlest, and wisest of all, 
Bold be the deeds that her name shall recall; 
What though she ne'er bless my earthly sight? 
Yet death shall reveal her countenance bright. 
Fair world, good night ! Good day, sweet love ! 
Who seeks here in faith shall find above.'' 

" Such purpose may come to good," said a hollow voice 
near the knight ; and when he looked round, he saw the 
form of a poor peasant-woman, so closely wrapped in a 
grey mantle that he could not discern any part of her 
countenance. She looked over his shoulder on the book, 
and said, with a deep sigh, '' I know that story well; and 
it fares no better with me than with the princess of whom 
it tells." Froda looked at her with astonishment. '' Yes, 
yes," pursued she, with strange becks and nods; *' I am 
the descendant of the mighty Rolf, to whom the fairest 
castles and forests and fields of this island once belonged; 
your castle and your domains, Froda, amongst others, 
were his. We are now cast down to poverty ; and because 
I am not so fair as Aslauga, there is no hope that my pos- 
sessions will be restored to me ; and therefore I am fain to 
veil my poor face from every eye." It seemed that she 
shed warm tears beneath her mantle. At this Froda was 
greatly moved, and begged her, for God's sake, to let him 
know how he could help her, for that he was a descendant 
of the famous northern heroes of the olden time ; and per- 
haps yet something more than they — namely, a good Chris- 
tian. '^ I almost think," murmured she from beneath her 
covering, " that you are that very Froda whom men call 
the Good, and the friend of the Skalds, and of whose gene- 
rosity and mildness such wonderful stories are told. If it 
be so, there may be help for me. You need only give up 
to me the half of your fields and meadows, and I should be 
in a condition to live, in some measure, such a life as befits 
the descendant of the mighty Rolf." Then Froda looked 
thoughtfully on the ground ; partly because she had asked 
for so very much ; partly, also, because he was considering 
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whether she could really be descended from the powerful 
Rolf. But the veiled form said, after a pause, *' I must 
have been mistaken, and you are not indeed that renowned, 
gentle-hearted Froda : for how could he have doubted so 
long about such a trifle? But I will try the utmost means. 
See now ! for the sake of the fair Aslauga, of whom you 
have both read and sung — ^for the sake of the honoured 
daughter of Sigurd, grant my request!" Then Froda 
started up eagerly, and cried, *' Let it be as you have 
said V and gave her his knightly hand to confirm his words. 
But he could not grasp the hand of the peasant- woman, 
although her dark form remained close before him. A 
secret shudder began to run through his limbs, whilst sud- 
denly a light seemed to shine forth from the apparition — 
a golden light — ^in which she became wholly wrapped; so 
that he felt as though Aslauga stood before him in the flow- 
ing veil of her golden hair, and smiling graciously on him. 
Transported and dazzled, he sank on his knees. When he 
rose up once more, he only saw a cloudy mist of autumn 
spreading over the meadow, fringed at its edges with lin- 
gering evening lights, and then vanishing far over the 
waves. The knight scarcely knew what had happened to 
him. He returned to his chamber buried in thought, and 
sometimes feeling sure that he had beheld Aslauga ; some- 
times, again, that some goblin had risen before him with 
deceitful tricks, mocking in spiteful wise the service which 
he had vowed to his dead mistress. But henceforth, wher- 
ever he roved, over valley or forest or heath, or whether 
he sailed upon the waves of the sea, the like appearances 
met him. Once he found a lute lying in a wood, and drove 
a wolf away from it; and when sounds burst from the lute 
without its being touched, a fair child rose up from it, as 
of old Aslauga herself had done. At another time he would 
see goats clambering among the highest clifls by the sea- 
shore ; and it was a golden form who tended them. Then, 
again, a bright queen, resplendent in a dazzling bark, 
would seem to glide past him, and salute him graciously ; 
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— nod. if he strove to approach any of these, he found 
tiothing but cloud, and mist, and vapour. Of all this many 
a lay might be sung. But so much he learnt from them 
all, — that the fair Lady Aslauga accepted his service, and 
that he was now in deed and in truth become her knight. 

Meanwhile the winter had come and gone. In northern 
lands this season never fails to bring to those who under- 
stand and love it many an image full of beauty and mean- 
ing, with which a child pf man might well be satisfied, so 
far as earthly happiness can satisfy, through all his time on 
earth. But when the spring came glancing forth with its 
opening buds and flowing waters, there came also bright 
and sunny tidings from the land of Germany to FUhnen. 

There stood on the rich banks of the Maine, where it 
pours its waters through the fertile land of Franconia, a 
castle of almost royal magnificence, whose orphan-mistress 
was a relation of the German emperor. She was named 
HUdegardis; and was acknowledged far and wide as the 
fairest of maidens. Therefore her imperial uncle wished 
that she should wed none but the bravest knight who could 
any where be met with. Accordingly he followed the 
example of many a noble lord in such a case, and pro- 
claimed a tournament, at which the chief prize should be 
the hand of the peerless Hildegardis, unless the victor 
already bore in his heart a lady wedded or betrothed to 
him ; for the lists were not to be closed to any brave war- 
rior of equal birth, that the contest of strength and courage 
might be so much the richer in competitors. 

Npw the renowned Froda had tidings of this from his 
German brethren in arms; and he prepared himself to 
appear at the festival. Before all things, he forged for 
himself a splendid suit of armour ; as, indeed, he was the 
most excellent armourer of the north, far-famed as it is for 
skill in that art. He worked the helmet out in pure gold, 
and formed it so that it seemed to be covered with bright 
flowing locks, which called to mind Aslauga's tresses. He 
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also fuhioned on the breastplate of his armour, oyerlaid 
with silver, a golden image in half relief, which represented 
Aslauga in her veil of flowing locks, that he might make 
known, even at the beginning of the tournament — ^'TIub 
knight, bearing the image of a lady upon his breast, fights 
not for the hand of the beautifdl Hildegardis, but only for 
the joy of battle and for knightly fame.'' Then he took 
out of his stables a beautiful Danish steed, embarked it 
carefully on board a vessel, and sailed prosperously to the 
opposite shore. ' 



CHAPTER II. 

I If one of those fair beech-woods, which abound in the 
fertile land of Germany, he fell in with a young and cour- 
teous knight of delicate form, who asked the noble north- • 
man to share the meal which he had invitingly spread out 
upon the greensward, under the shade of the pleasantest 
boughs. Whilst the two knights sat peacefully together at 
their repast, they felt drawn towards each otiier; and re- 
joiced when, on rising from it, they observed that they 
were about to follow the same road. They had not come 
to this good understanding by means of many words ; for 
the young knight Edwald was of a silent nature, and would 
sit for hours with a quiet smile upon his lips without open- 
ing them to speak. But even in that quiet smile there lay 
a gentle, winning grace; and when from time to time a few 
simple words of deep meaning sprang to his lips, they 
seemed like a gift deserving of thanks. It was the same 
with the little songs which he sang ever and anon ; they 
were ended almost as soon as begun : but in each short 
couplet there dwelt a deep and winning spirit, whether it 
called forth a kindly sigh or a peaceful smile. It seemed 
to the noble Froda as if a younger brother rode beside 
him, or even a tender, blooming son. They travelled thus 
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many days together; and it appeared as if their path were 
marked out for them in inseparable union : and much as 
they rejoiced at this, yet they looked sadly at each other 
whenever they set out afresh, or where cross-roads met, 
on finding that neither took a different direction ; nay, it 
seemed at times as if a tear gathered in Edwald's down- 
cast eye. 

It happened on a time, that at their hostelry they met 
an arrogant, overbearing knight, of gigantic stature and 
powerful frame, whose speech and carriage proved him to 
be not of German but foreign birth. He appeared to come 
from the land of Bohemia. He cast a contemptuous smile 
on Froda, who, as usual, had opened the ancient book of 
Aslauga's hbtory, and was attentively reading in it. '^ You 
must be a ghostly knight ?" he said, inquiringly ; and it 
appeared as if a whole train of unseemly jests were ready 
to follow. But Froda answered so firmly and seriously 
with a negative, that the Bohemian stopped short sud- 
denly; as when the beasts, after venturing to mock their 
king the lion, are subdued to quietness by one glance of his 
eye. But not so easily was the Bohemian knight subdued; 
rather the more did he begin to mock young Edwald for his 
delicate form and for his silence — all which he bore for 
some time with great patience; but when at last the 
stranger used an unbecoming phrase, he arose, girded on 
his sword, and bowing gracefully, he said, ^< I thank you, 
Sir Knight, that you have given me this opportunity of 
proving that I am neither a slothful nor unpractised knight; 
for only thus can your behaviour be excused, which other- 
wise must be deemed most unmannerly. Are you ready ?" 

With these words he moved towards the door; the 
Bohemian knight followed, smiling scornfully ; while Froda 
was full of care for his young and slender companion, al- 
though his honour was so dear to him that he could in no 
way interpose. 

But it soon appeared how needless were the northman's 
fears. With equal vigour and address did Edwald as- 
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sault his gigantic adversary, so that to look upon, it was 
almost like one of those combats between a knight and 
some monster of the forest, of which ancient legends tell. 
The issue too was not unlike. While the Bohemian was 
collecting himself for a decisive stroke, Edwald rudied in 
upon him, and, with the force of a wrestler, east him to the 
ground . But he spared his conquered foe, helped him cour- 
teously to rise, and then tamed to mount his own steed. 
Soon after he and Froda left the hostelry, and once more 
their journey led them on the same path as before. 

" From henceforth this gives me pleasure," said Froda, 
pointing with satisfaction to their common road. '' I must 
own to you, Edchen" — he had accustomed himself, in loving 
confidence, to call his young friend by that childlike name 
— " I must own to you, that hitherto, when 1 have thought 
that you might perhaps be journeying with me to the tour- 
nament held in honour of the fair Hildegardis, a heaviness 
came over my heart. Your noble knightly spirit I well 
knew, but I feared lest the strength of your slender limbs 
might not be equal to it. Now I have learned to know 
you as a warrior who may long seek his match ; and God 
be praised if we still hold on in the same path, and wel- 
come our earliest meeting in the lists !" 

But Edwald looked at him sorrowfully, and said, " What 
can my skill and strength avail, if they be tried against 
you, and for the greatest earthly prize, which one of us 
alone can win ? Alas ! I have long foreboded with a heavy 
heart the sad truth, that you also are journeying to the 
tournament of the fair Hildegardis." 

" Edchen," answered Froda, with a smile, " my gentle, 
loving youth, see you not that I already wear on my breast- 
plate the image of a liege lady ? I strive but for renown 
in arms, and not for your fair Hildegardis." 

" Mt/ fair Hildegardis !" answered Edwald, with a sigh. 
" TTiat she is not, nor ever will be, — or should she, ah ! 
Froda, it would pierce your heart. I know well the north- 
land faith is deep-rooted as your rocks, and hard to dissolve 
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as their summits of snow ; but let no man think that he 
can look unscathed into the eyes of Hildegardis. Has not 
she, the haughty, the too haughty maiden, so bewitched 
my tranquil, lowly mind, that I forget the gulf which lies 
between us, and still pursue her ; and would rather perish 
than renounce the daring hope to win that eagle spirit for 
my own ?'' 

** I will help you to it, Edchen," answered Froda, 
smiling still. " Would that I knew how this all-conquer- 
ing lady looks ! She must resemble the Yalkyrien of our 
heathen forefathers, since so many mighty warriors are 
overcome by her.'* 

Edwald solemnly drew forth a picture from beneath his 
breastplate, and held it before him. Fixed, and as if en- 
chanted, Froda gazed upon it, with glowing cheeks and 
sparkling eyes; the smile passed away from his counte- 
nance, as the sunlight fades away from the meadows before 
the coming darkness of the storm. 

**See you not now, my noble comrade," whispered 
Edwald, " that for one of us two, or perhaps for both, the 
joy of life is gone ?" 

" Not yet," replied Froda, with a powerful eflfort ; " but 
hide your magic picture, and let us rest beneath this shade. 
You must be somewhat spent with your late encounter, and 
a strange weariness oppresses me with leaden weight." 
They dismounted from their steeds, and stretched them- 
selves upon the ground. 

The noble Froda had no thought of sleep ; but he wished 
to be undisturbed whilst he wrestled strongly with himself, 
and strove, if it might be, to drive from his mind that 
image of fearful beauty. It seemed as if this new influence 
had already become a part of his very life, and at last a 
restless dreamy sleep did indeed overshadow the exhausted 
warrior. He fancied himself engaged in combat with 
many knights, whilst Hildegardis looked on smiling Arom 
a richly-adorned balcony ; and just as he thought he had 
gained the victory, the bleeding Edwald lay groaniug be- 



12 aslauga's knight. 

neath bis horse's feet. Then again it seemed as if Hilde- 
gardis stood by his side in a church, and they were about 
to receive the marriage-blessing. He knew well that this 
was not right, and the ** yes," which he was to utter, he 
pressed back with resolute effort into his heart, and forth- 
with his eyes were moistened with burning tears. From 
yet stranger and more bewildering visions, the Toice of 
Edwald at last awoke him. He raised himself up, and 
heard his young companion saying courteously, as he 
looked towards a neighbouring thicket, "Only return, 
noble maiden ; I will surely help you, if I can ; and I had 
no wish to scare you away, but that the slumbers of my 
brother in arms might not be disturbed by you." A golden 
gleam shone through the branches as it vanished. 

" For heaven's sake, my faithful comrade," cried Froda, 
'^ to whom are you speaking, and who has been here by 
me?" 

" 1 cannot myself rightly understand," said Edwald. 
'* Hardly had you dropped asleep, when a figure came forth 
from the forest, closely wrapped In a dark mantle. At 
first I took her for a peasant. She seated herself at your 
head ; and though I could see nothing of her countenance, 
I could well observe that she was sorely troubled, and even 
shedding tears. I made signs to her to depart, lest she 
should disturb your sleep ; and would have offered her a 
piece of gold, supposing that poverty must be the cause of 
her deep distress. But my hand seemed powerless, and a 
shudder passed through me, as if I had entertained such a 
purpose towards a queen. Immediately glittering locks of 
gold waved here and there between the folds of her dose- 
wrapped mantle, and the thicket began almost to shine in 
the light which they shed. " Poor youth," said she then, 
"you love truly, and can well understand how a lofty 
woman's heart bums in keenest sorrow, when a noble 
knight, who vowed himself to be her own, withdraws his 
heart, and, like a weak bondman, is led away to meaner 
hopes." Hereupon she arose, and, sighing, disappeared in 
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yonder thicket. It almost seemed to me, Froda. as though 
she uttered your name." 

'^ Yes, it was me she named/' answered Froda ; '^ and 
not in vain she named me. — Aslauga, thy knight comes, 
and enters the lists, and all for thee and thy reward alone ! 
— ^At the same time, my Edchen, we will win for you your 
haughty bride." With this he sprang upon his steed, full 
of the proud joy of former times ; and when the magic of 
Hildegardis' beauty, dazzling and bewildering, would rise 
up before him, he said smiling, '^ Aslauga !" and the sun of 
his inner life shone forth again cloudless and serene. 



CHAPTER III. 

From a balcony of her castle on the Maine Hildegardis 
was wont to refresh herself in the cool of the evening by 
gazing on the rich landscape below, but gazing more 
eagerly on the glitter of arms, which often came in sight 
from many a distant road ; for knights were approaching 
singly, or with a train of followers,- all eager to prove their 
courage and their strength in striving for the high prize of 
the tournament. She was in truth a proud and high- 
minded maiden, — perhaps more so than became even her 
dazzling beauty and her princely rank. As she now gazed 
with a proud smile on the glittering roads, a damsel of her 
train began the following lay : — 

The joyous song of birds in spring 

Upon the wing 
Doth echo hi through wood and deU, 

And freely tdl 
Their treasures sweet of lore and mirth, 
Too gladsome for this lowly earth. 

The gentle breath of flowers in May, 
O'er meadows gay. 



# 



14 aslauga's knight. 

Doth fill the pure and balmy air 

With perfume rare ; 
Still floating round each slender form. 
Though scorch'd by sun, or torn by storm. 

But every high and glorious aim, 

And the pure flame 
That deep abiding in my heart 

Can ne'er depart, 
Too lofty for my fialt^ring tongue. 
Must die with me, unknown, unsung. 

"Wherefore do you sing that song, and at this mo- 
ment ?" said Hildegardisy striving to appear scornful and 
proud, though a deep and secret sadness was plainly enough 
seen to overshadow her countenance. " It came into my 
head unawares/' replied the damsel, " as I looked upon the 
road by which the gentle Edwald with his pleasant lays 
first approached us ; for it was from him I learnt it. But 
seems it not to you, my gracious lady, and to you too, my 
companions, as if Edwald himself were again riding that 
way towards the castle ?" " Dreamer !" said Hildegardis 
scornfully, — and yet could not for some space withdraw 
her eyes from the knight, till at length, with an effort, 
she turned them on Froda, who rode beside him, saying : 
" Yes, truly, that knight is Edwald ; but what can you find 
to notice in the meek-spirited, silent boy ? Here, ^x your 
eyes, my maidens, on this majestic figure, if you would 
behold a knight indeed.*' She was silent. A voice within 
her, as though of prophecy, said, " Now the victor of the 
tournament rides into the courtyard ;" and she, who had 
never feared the presence of any human being, now felt 
humbled, and almost painfully awed, when she beheld the 
northern knight. 

At the evening meal the two newly-arrived knights 
were placed opposite to the royal Hildegardis. As Froda, 
after the northern fashion, remained in full armour, the 
golden image of Aslauga. gleamed from his silver breast- 
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plate full before the eyes of the haughty lady. She smiled 
scornfully^ as if conscious that it depended on her will to 
drive that image from the breast and from the heart of 
the stranger-knight. Then suddenly a clear golden light 
passed through the hall, so that Hildegardis said, *^ O, the 
keen lightning!'' and covered her eyes with both her 
hands. But Froda looked into the dazzling radiance with 
a joyful gaze of welcome. At this Hildegardis feared 
him yet more, though at the same time she thought, 
*' This loftiest and most mysterious of men must be bom 
for me alone." Yet could she not forbear, almost against 
her will, to look from time to time in friendly tender- 
ness on the poor Edwald, who sat there silent, and with 
a sweet smile seemed to pity and to mock his own suffer- 
ing and his own vain hopes. 

When the two knights were alone in their sleeping- 
chamber, Edwald looked for a long time in silence into the 
dewy balmy night. Then he sang to his lute : 

A hero wise and brave, 

A lowly tender youth, 
Are wandering through the land 

In stedfast love and truth. 

The hero, by his deeds, 

Both bliss and fame hath won, 
And stiU, with heartfelt joy, 

The faithful child looked on. 

But Froda took the lute from his hands, and said, 
'^ No, Edchen, I will teach you another song ; listen ! — 

There 's a gleam in the hall, and like morning's light 
Hath shone upon all her presence bright. 
' Suitors watch as she passes by — 
She may gladden their hearts by one glance of her eye : 
But coldly she gazeth upon the throng, 
And they that have sought her may seek her long. 
She turns her away from the richly clad knight. 
She heeds not the words of the learned wight ; 
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The prince is before her in all his pride, 
But other the yisions aronnd her that glide. 
Then tell me, in all the wide world's space, 
Who may e*er win that lady's grace ? 
In sorrowful love there sits apart 
The gentle squire who hath her heart ; 
They all are deceived by fancies yain. 
And he knows it not who the prize shall gain. 

Edwald thrilled. " As God wills/' said he, softly to 
himself. '^But I cannot understand how such a thing 
could be. "As God wills/' repeated Froda. The two 
friends embraced each other, and soon after fell into a 
peaceful slumber. 

Some days afterwards, Froda sat in a secluded bower 
of the castle-garden, and was reading in the ancient book 
of his lovely mistress Aslauga. It happened at that very 
time that Hildegardis passed by. She stood still, and said, 
thoughtfully, " Strange union that you are of knight and 
sage, how comes it that you bring forth so little out of the 
deep treasures of your Imowledge ? And yet I think you 
must have many a choice history at your command, even 
such as that which now lies open before you ; for I see rich 
and bright pictures of knights and ladies painted amongst 
the letters." " It is, indeed, the most surpassing and en- 
chanting history in all the world," said Froda ; "but you 
have neither patience nor thoughtfulness to listen to our 
wonderful legends of the north." 

"Why think you so ?" answered Hildegardis, with that 
pride which she rejoiced to display towards Froda, when 
she could find courage to do so ; and, placing herself on a 
stone-seat opposite, she commanded him at once to read 
something to her out of that fair book. 

Froda began ; and in the very effort which he made to 
change the old heroic speech of Iceland into the German 
tongue, his heart and mind were stirred more fervently and 
solemnly. As he looked up from time to time, he beheld 
the countenance of Hildegardis beaming in ever-growing 
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beauty with joy, wonder, and interest ; and the thought 
passed tlirough his mind whether this could indeed be his 
destined bride, to whom Aslauga herself was guiding him. 

Then suddenly the characters became strangely con- 
fused ; it seemed as if the pictures began to move, so that 
he was obliged to stop. While he fixed his eyes with a 
strong effort upon the book, endeayouring to drive away 
this strange confusion, he heard a well-known sweetly 
solemn voice, which said, " Leave a little space for me, 
fair lady. The history which that knight is reading to you 
relates to me ; and I hear it gladly." 

Before the eyes of Froda, as he raised them from his 
book, sat Aslauga in all the glory of her flowing golden 
locks beside Hildegardis, on the seat. With tears of 
affright in her eyes, the maiden sank back and fainted. 
Solemnly, yet graciously, Aslauga warned her knight with 
a motion of her fair right hand, and vanished. 

" What have I done to you," said Hildegardis, when 
recovered from her swoon by his care, " what have I done 
to you, evil-minded knight, that you call up your northern 
spectres before me, and well nigh destroy me through 
terror of your magic arts V* " Lady," answered Froda, 
*^ may God help me, as I have not called hither the won- 
drous lady who but now appeared to us. But now her 
will is known to me, and I commend you to God's keep- 
ing." 

With that he walked thoughtfully out of the bower. 
Hildegardis fled in terror from the gloomy shade ; and, 
rushing out on the opposite side, reached a fair open grass- 
plot, where Edwald, in the soft glow of twilight, was ga- 
thering flowers ; and, meeting her with a courteous smile, 
offered her a nosegay of narcissus and pansies. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

At length the day iixed for the tournament arrived ; and a 
distinguished nohle, appointed hy the Germalki emperor, 
arranged all things in the most magnificent and sumptooiis 
guise for the solemn festival. The field-combat opened 
wide, and fair, and level; thickly strewn with the finest 
sand; so that both man and horse might find sure footing; 
and, like a pure field of snow, it shone forth from the 
midst of the fiowery plain. Rich hangings of silk from 
Arabia, curiously embroidered with Indian gold, adorned 
with their various colours the lists enclosing the space, 
and hung from the lofty galleries which had been erected 
for the ladies and the nobles who were to behold the com- 
bat. At the upper end, under a canopy of majestic 
arches richly wrought in gold, was the place of the Lady 
Hildegardis. Green wreaths and garlands waved grace- 
fully between the glittering pillars in the soft breezes of 
July. And with impatient eyes the multitude, who 
crowded beyond the lists, gazed upwards, expecting the 
appearance of the fairest maiden of Germany ; and were 
only at times drawn to another part by the stately ap- 
proach of the combatants. O, how many a bright suit of 
armour, how many a silken richly-embroidered mantle, 
how many a lofty waving plume was here to be seen ! 
The splendid troop of knights moved within the lists, greet- 
ing and conversing with each other, as a bed of flowers 
stirred by a breath of wind : — but the flower-stems had 
grown to lofty trees, the yellow and white flower-leaves 
had changed to gold and silver, and the dew-drops to 
pearls and diamonds. For whatever was most fair and 
costly, most varied and full of meaning, had these noble 
knights collected in honour of this day. Many an eye was 
turned on Froda, who, without scarf, plume, or mantle, 
with his shining silver breastplate, on which appeared the 
golden image of Aslauga, and with his well-wrought hel- 
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met of golden locks, shone, in the midst of the crowd, like 
polished brass. Others, again, there were, who took plea- 
sure in looking at the young Edwald ; his whole armour 
was covered by a mantle of white silk, embroidered in 
€Lzure and silver, as his whole helmet was concealed by a 
waving plume of white feathers. He was arrayed with 
almost feminine elegance; and yet the conscious power 
with which he controlled his fiery, snow-white steed made 
known the Victorious strength and manliness of the war- 
like stripling. 

In strange contrast appeared the tall and almost gi- 
gantic figure of a knight clothed in a mantle of black 
glossy bear-skin, bordered with costly fiir, but without 
any ornament of shining metal. His very helmet was 
covered with dark bear-skin ; and, instead of plumes, a 
mass of blood-red horsehair hung like a flowing mane pro- 
fusely on every side. Well did Froda and Edwald remem- 
ber that dark knight ; for he was the uncourteous guest of 
the hostelry : he also seemed to remark the two knights ; for 
rhe turned his unruly steed suddenly round, forced his way 
through the crowd of warriors, and, after he had spoken 
over the enclosure to a hideous bronze-coloured woman, 
sprang with a wild leap across the lists, and, with the speed 
of an arrow, vanished out of sight. The old woman looked 
after him with a friendly nod. The assembled people 
laughed as at a strange masquing device ; but Edwald and 
Froda had their own almost shuddering thoughts concern- 
ing it, which, however, neither imparted to the other. 

The kettle-drums rolled, the trumpets sounded, and, 
led by the aged duke, Hildegardis advanced, richly appa- 
relled, but more dazzling through the brightness of her own 
beauty. She stepped forward beneath the arches of the 
golden bower, and bowed to the assembly. The knights 
bent low, and the feeling rushed into many a heart, " There 
is no man on earth who can deserve a bride so queenly." 
When Froda bowed his head, it seemed to him as if the 
golden radiance of Aslauga's tresses floated before his sight ; 
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and his spirit rose in joy and pride that his lady held 
him worthy to be so often reminded of her. 

And now the tournament began. At first the knights 
strove with blunted swords and battle-axes ; then they ran 
their course with lances man to man ; but at last they di- 
vided into two equal parties, and a general assault began, 
in which every one was allowed to use at his own will 
either sword or lance. Froda and Edwald equally sur- 
passed their antagonists, as (measuring each his own 
strength and that of his friend) they had foreseen. And 
now it must be decided, by a single combat with lances, to 
whom the highest prize of victory should belong. Before 
this trial began, they rode slowly together into the middle 
of the course, and consulted where each should take his 
place. "Keep you your guiding-star still before your 
sight," said Froda, with a smile ; " the like gracious help 
will not be wanting to me." Edwald looked round asto- 
nished for the lady of whom his friend seemed to speak ; 
but Froda went on. ** I have done wrong in hiding aught 
from you ; but after the tournament you shall know all. 
Now lay aside all needless thoughts of wonder, dear Ed- 
chen, and sit firm in your saddle ; for I warn you that I 
shall run this course with all my might : not my honour 
alone is at stake, but the far higher honour of my lady." 

" So also do I purpose to demean myself," said Ed- 
wald, with a friendly smile. They shook each other by 
the hand, and rode to their places. 

Amidst the sound of trumpets they met again, running 
their course with lightning speed ; the lances shivered with 
a crash, the horses staggered, the knights, firm in their 
saddles, pulled them up, and rode back to their places. But 
as they prepared for another course, Edwald's white steed 
snorted in wild affright, and Froda's powerful chestnut 
reared up foaming. 

It was plain that the two noble animals shrunk from a 
second hard encounter; but their riders held them fast with 
spur and bit, and, firm and obedient, they again dashed 
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forward at the second call of the trumpet. Edwald, who 
by one deep, ardent gaze on the beauty of his mistress 
had stamped it afresh on his soul, cried aloud at the mo- 
ment of encounter, " Hildegardis !" and so mightily did . 
his lance strike his valiant adversary, that Froda sank 
backwards on his steed, with difficulty keeping his seat 
in his saddle, or holding firm in his stirrups; whilst £d- 
wald flew by unshaken, lowered his spear to salute Hilde- 
gardis as he passed her bower, and then, amidst the loud 
applause of the multitude, rushed to his place, ready for 
the third course. And, ah ! Hildegardis herself, overcome 
by surprise, had greeted him with a blush and a look of 
kindness; it seemed to him as if the overwhelming joy of 
victory were already gained. But it was not so ; for the 
valiant Froda, burning with noble shame, had again tamed 
his affrighted steed, and, chastising him sharply with the 
spur for his share in this mischance, said in a low voice, 
** Beautiful and beloved lady, shew thyself to me, — the 
honour of thy name is at stake." To every other eye it 
seemed as if a golden rosy-tinted summer's cloud was pass- 
ing over the deep-blue sky ; but Froda beheld the heavenly 
countenance of his lady, felt the waving of her golden 
tresses, and cried, "Aslauga!'' The two rushed together, 
and Edwald was hurled from his saddle far upon the dusty 
plain. 

Froda remained for a time motionless, according to the 
laws of chivalry, as though waiting to see whether any one 
would dispute his victory, and appearing on his mailed 
steed like some lofty statue of brass. All around stood the 
multitude in silent wonderment. When at length they 
burst forth into shouts of triumph, he beckoned earnestly 
with his hand, and all were again silent. He then sprang 
lightly from his saddle, and hastened to the spot where the 
falljBU Edwald was striving to rise. He pressed him closely 
to his breast, led his snow-white steed towards bim, and 
would not be denied holding the stirrups of the youth 
whilst he mounted. Then he* bestrode his own steady and 



i 



22 aslauga's kniout. 

rode by Edwald's side towards the golden bower of Hilde- 
gardis; where with lowered spear and open vizor, he thus 
spoke : " Fairest of all living ladies, I bring you here Ed- 
wald your knightly bridegroom, before whose lance and 
sword all the knights of this tournament have fallen away, 
I only excepted, who can make no claim to the choicest 
prize of victory, since I, as the image on my breastplate 
may shew, already serve another mistress." 

The duke was even now advancing towards the two 
warriors, to lead them into the golden bower ; but Hilde- 
gardis restrained him with a look of displeasure, saying 
immediately, while her cheeks glowed with anger, *' Then 
you seem, Sir Froda, the Danish knight, to serve your 
lady ill ; for even now you openly styled me the fairest of 
living ladies." 

" That did I," answered Froda, bending courteously ; 
*^ because my fair mistress belongs to the dead." 

A slight shudder passed at these words through the 
assembly, and through the heart of Hildegardis ; but soon 
the anger of the maiden blazed forth again, and the more 
because the most wonderful and excellent knight she knew 
had scorned her for the sake of a dead mistress. 

" I make known to all," she said with solemn earnest- 
ness, " that according to the just decree of my imperial 
uncle, this hand can never belong to a vanquished knight, 
however noble and honourable he may otherwise have 
proved himself. As the conqueror of this tournament, 
therefore, is bound to another service, this combat concerns 
me not ; and I depart hence as I came, a free and unbe- 
trothed maiden." 

The duke seemed about to reply ; but she turned haught- 
ily away, and left the bower. Suddenly a gust of wind 
shook the green wreaths and garlands, and they fell un- 
twined and rustling behind her. In this the people, dis- 
pleased with the pride of Hildegardis, thought they beheld 
an omen of punishment, and with jeering words noticed it 
as they departed. 
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CHAPTER V. 



The two knights had returned to their apartments in deep 
silence. When they arrived there, Edwald caused himself 
to he disarmed, and laid every piece of his hit shining 
armour together with a kind of tender care, almost as if 
he were burying the corpse of a beloved friend. Then he 
beckoned to his squires to leave the chamber, took his lute 
on his arm, and sang the following song to its notes : — 

" Bury them, bury them out of sight, 
For hope and fame are fled ; 
And peaceful resting and quiet night 
Are all now left for the dead.'' 

" You will stir up my anger against your lute,'' said 
Froda. " You had accustomed it to more joyful songs 
than this. It is too good for a passing-bell, and you too 
good to toll it. I tell you yet, my young hero, all will 
end gloriously." 

Edwald looked awhile with wonder in his face, and he 
answered kindly : " Beloved Froda, if it displeases you, I 
will surely sing no more." But at the same time he struck 
a few sad chords, which sounded infinitely sweet and tender. 
Then the northern knight, much moved, clasped him in his 
arms, and said : '^ Dear Edcben, sing and say and do what- 
ever pleases you ; it shall ever rejoice me. But you may 
well believe me, for I speak not this without a spirit of pre- 
sage — your sorrow shall change ; whether to death or life I 
know not, but great and overpowering joy awaits you." 
Edwald rose firmly and cheerfully from his seat, seized his 
companion's arm with a strong grasp, and walked forth 
with him through the blooming alleys of the garden into 
the balmy air. 

At that very hour, an aged woman, muffled in many a 
covering, was led secretly to the apartment of the lady Hil- 
degardis. The appearance of the dark-complexioned stran- 
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get was mysterious ; and she had gathered round her for 
some time, by many feats of jugglery, a part of the multi- 
tude returning home from the tournament, but had dispersed 
them at last in wild affright. Before this happened, the 
tire- woman of Hildegardis had hastened to her mistress, to 
entertain her with an account of the rare and pleasant feats 
of the bronze-coloured woman. The maidens in attendance, 
seeing their lady deeply moved, and wishing to banish her 
melancholy, bade the tire-woman bring the old stranger 
hither. Hildegardis forbade it not, hoping that she should 
thus divert the attention of her maidens, while she gave 
herself up more deeply and earnestly to the varying ima- 
ginations which flitted through her mind. 

The messenger found the place already deserted ; and 
the strange old woman alone in the midst, laughing immo- 
derately. When questioned by her, she did not deny that 
she had all at once taken the form of a monstrous owl, an- 
nouncing to the spectators in a screeching voice, that she 
was the Devil, — and that every one upon this rushed 
screaming home. 

The tire*woman trembled at the fear^l jest, but durst 
not return to ask again the pleasure of Hildegardis, whose 
discontented mood she had already remarked. She gave 
strict charge to the old woman, with many a threat and 
promise, to demean herself discreetly in the castle ; after 
which she brought her in by the most secret way, that none 
of those whom she had terrified might see her enter. 

The aged crone now stood before Hildegardis, and 
winked to her, in the midst of her low and humble saluta- 
tion, in a strangely familiar manner, as though there were 
some secret between them. The lady felt an involuntary 
shudder, and could not withdraw her gaze from the features 
of that hideous countenance, hate^l as it was to her. The 
curiosity which had led the rest to desire a sight of the 
strange woman was by no means gratified ; for she performed 
none but the most common tricks of jugglery and related 
only well-known tales, so that the tire- woman felt wearied 
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and indifferent ; and, ashamed of having brought the stran- 
ger, she stole away unnoticed. Several other maidens fol- 
lowed her example ; and as these withdrew, the old crone 
tvnsted her mouth into a smile, and repeated the same 
hideous confidential wink towards the lady. Hildegardis 
could not understand what attracted her in the jests and tales 
of the bronze-coloured woman ; but so it was, that in her 
whole life she had never bestowed such attention on the 
words of any one. Still the old woman went on and on, 
and already the night looked dark without the windows ; 
but the attendants who still remained with Hildegardis 
had sunk into a deep sleep, and had lighted none of the 
wax-tapers in the apartment. 

Then, in the dusky gloom, the dark old crone rose from 
the low seat on which she had been sitting, as if she now 
felt herself well at ease, advanced towards Hildegardis, who 
sat as if spell-bound witb terror, placed herself beside her 
on the purple couch, and embracing her in her long dry 
arms with a hateful caress, whispered a few words in her 
ear. It seemed to the lady as if she uttered the names of 
Froda and Edwald ; and from them came the sound of a 
flute, which, clear and silvery as were its tones, seemed to 
lull her into a trance. She could indeed move her limbs, but 
only to follow those sounds, which like a silver net- work 
floated round the hideous form of the old woman. She 
moved from the chamber, and Hildegardis followed her 
through all her slumbering maidens, still singing softly as 
she went, " Ye maidens, ye maidens, I wander by night.'* 

Without the castle, accompanied by squire and groom, 
stood the gigantic Bohemian warrior ; he laid on the shoul- 
ders of the crone a bag of gold so heavy that she sank half 
whimpering, half laughing, on the ground ; then lifted the 
entranced Hildegardis on his steed, and galloped with her 
silently into the ever-deepening gloom of night. 

'^ AH ye noble lords and knights, who yesterday con* 
tended gallantly for the prize of victory and the hand of 
the peerless HUdegardis, arise, arise I saddle your steeds. 



I 
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and to the rescue! The peerless Hildegardis is carried 
away !" 

Thus proclaimed many a herald through castle and 
town, in the bright red dawn of the following day ; and on 
all sides rose the dust from the tread of knights and noble 
squires along those roads by which so lately, in the even- 
ing twilight, Hildegardis in proud repose had gazed on 
her approaching suitors. 

Two of them, well known to us, remained inseparably 
together; but they knew as little as the others whether 
they had taken the right direction ; for how and when the 
adored lady could have disappeared from her apartments, 
was still to the whole castle a fearful and mysterious secret 
Edwald and Froda rode as long as the sun moved over 
their heads, unwearied as he ; and now when he sank in the 
waves of the river, they thought to win the race from him, 
and still spurred on their jaded steeds. But the noble 
animals staggered and panted, and the knights were con- 
strained to grant them some little refreshment in a grassy 
meadow. Secure of bringing them back at their first call, 
their masters removed both bit and curb, that they might 
be refreshed with the green pasture, and with the deep 
blue waters of the Maine, while they themselves reposed 
under the shade of a neighbouring thicket of alders. 

And deep in the cool dark shade, there shone, as it 
were, a mild but clear sparkling light, and checked the 
speech of Froda, who at that moment was beginning to tell 
his friend the tale of his knightly service to his sovereign 
lady, which had been delayed hitherto, first by Edwald's 
sadness, and then by the haste of their journey . Ah, well 
did Froda know that lovely golden light ! " Let us follow 
it, Edchen," said he in a low tone, '* and leave the horses 
awhile to their pasture.'' Edwald in silence followed his 
companion's advice. A secret voice, half sweet, half fear- 
ful, seemed to tell him that here was the path, the only 
right path to Hildegardis. Once only he said in astonish- 
ment, " Never before have I seen the evening glow shine 
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on the leaves so brightly." Froda shook his head with a 
smile, and they pursued in silence their unknown track. 

When they came forth on the other side of the alder- 
thicket upon the bank of the Maine, which almost wound 
round it, Edwald saw well that another glow than that of 
evening was shining on them, for dark clouds of night 
already covered the heavens, and the guiding light stood 
fixed on the shore of the river. It lit up the waves, so that 
they could see a high woody island in the midst of the 
stream, and a boat on the hither side of the shore fast 
bound to a stake. But on approaching, the knights saw 
much more ; — a troop of horsemen of strange and foreign 
appearance were all asleep, and in the midst of them, slum- 
bering on cushions, a female form in white garments. 

*' Hildegardis !" murmured Edwald to himself, with a 
smile, and at the same time he drew his sword in readiness 
for the combat as soon as the robbers should awake, and 
beckoned to Froda to raise the sleeping lady, and convey 
her to a place of safety. But at this moment something 
like an owl passed whizzing over the dark squadron ; and 
they all started up with clattering arms and hideous out- 
cries. A wild unequal combat arose in the darkness of 
night, for that beaming light had disappeared. Froda and 
Edwald were driven asunder, and only at a distance heard 
each other's mighty war-cry. Hildegardis, startled from 
her magic sleep, uncertain whether she were waking or 
dreaming, fled bewildered and weeping bitterly into the 
deep shades of the alder-thicket. 



CHAPTER VI. 



Froda felt his arm grow weary, and the warm blood was 
flowing from two wounds in his shoulder ; he wished so to 
lie down in death that he might rise up with honour from 
his bloody grave to the exalted lady whom he served. He 
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cast his shield behind him, grasped his sword-hUt with 
both hands, and rushed wildly, with a loud war-cry, upon 
the affrighted foe. Instantly he heard some voices cry, 
'^It is the rage of the northern heroes which has come 
upon him." And the whole troop were scattered in dis- 
may, while the exhausted knight remained wounded and 
alone in the darkness. 

Then the golden hair of Aslauga gleamed once more in 
the alder-shade ; and Froda said, leaning, through weari- 
ness, on his sword, '^ I think not that I am wounded to 
death ; but whenever that time shall come, O beloved lady, 
wilt thou not indeed appear to me in all thy loveliness and 
brightness?" A soft "Yes" breathed against his cheek, 
and the golden light vanished. 

But now Hildegardis came forth from the thicket, half 
fainting with terror, and said feebly, " Within is the fair 
and frightful spectre of the north — without is the battle; 
— O merciful heaven ! whither shall I go ?" 

Then Froda approached to soothe the affrighted one, to 
speak some words of comfort to her, and to inquire after 
Edwald ; but wild shouts and the rattling of armour an- 
nounced the return of the Bohemian warriors. With haste 
Froda led the maiden to the boat, pushed off from the 
shore, and rowed her with the last effort of his ladling 
strength towards the island which he had observed in the 
midst of the stream. But the pursuers had already kindled 
torches, and waved them sparkling here and there: by this 
light they soon discovered the boat ; they saw that the 
dreaded Danish knight was bleeding, and gained fresh 
courage for their pursuit. Hardly had Froda pushed the 
boat to the shore of the island, before he perceived a Bo- 
hemian on the other side in another skiff; and soon after- 
wards the greater number of the enemy embarked to row 
towards the island. " To the wood, fair maiden," he whis- 
pered, as soon as he had landed Hildegardis on the shore : 
" there conceal yourself, whilst I endeavour to prevent the 
landing of the robbers." But Hildegardis, clinging to his 
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arm, whispered again, " Do I not see that you are pale 
and bleeding ? and would you have me expire with terror 
in the dark and lonely clefts of this rock ? Ah ! and if 
your northern gold-haired spectre were to appear again 
and seat herself beside me ! Think you that I do not see 
her there now, shining through the thicket 1*' " She 
shines !" echoed Froda ; and new strength and hope ran 
through every vein. He climbed the hill, following the 
gracious gleam ; and Hildegardis, though trembling at the 
sight, went readily with her companion, saying only from 
time to time, in a low voice, '^ Ah, Sir Knight! — my noble 
wondrous knight — Cleave me not here alone ; that would be 
my death/' The knight, soothing her courteously, stepped 
ever onwards through the darkness of dell and forest ; for 
already he heard the sound of the Bohemians landing on 
the shore of the island. Suddenly he stood before a cave 
thick-covered with underwood ; and the gleam disappeared. 
"Here, then,'' he whispered, endeavouring to hold the 
branches asunder. For a moment she paused, and said, 
" If you should but let the branches close again behind 
me, and I were to remain alone with spectres in this cave ! 
But, Froda, you will surely follow me — a trembling, hunted 
child as I am? Will you not?" Without more misgivings 
she passed through the branches; and the knight, who 
would willingly have remained without as a guard, fol- 
lowed her. Earnestly he listened through the stillness of 
night, whilst Hildegardis hardly dared to draw her breath. 
Then was heard the tramp of an armed man, coming ever 
nearer and nearer, and now dose to the entrance of the 
cave. In vain did Froda strive to free himself from the 
trembling maiden. Already the branches before the en- 
trance were cracking and breaking, and Froda sighed 
deeply. " Must I, then, fSedl like a lurking fugitive, entan- 
gled in a woman's garments ? It is a base death to die. 
But can I cast this half-fainting creature away from me on 
the dark hard earth, perhaps into some deep abyss? Come, 
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then, what will, thou, Lady Aslauga, knowest that I die 
an honourable death !*' 

" Froda ! Hildegardis!'* breathed a gentle, well-known 
voice at the entrance ; and recognising Edwald, Froda bore 
the lady towards him into the starlight, sapng, ^' She will 
die of terror in our sight in this deep cavern. Is the foe 
near at hand V '^ Most of them lie lifeless on the shore, 
or swim bleeding through the waves," said Edwald. " Set 
your mind at rest, and repose yourself. Are you wounded, 
beloved Froda ?" He gave this short account to his as- 
tonished companions — ^how, in the darkness, he had mixed 
with the Bohemians and pressed into the skiff, and that it 
had been easy to him on landing to disperse the robbers en- 
tirely, who supposed that they were attacked by one of their 
own crew, and thought themselves bewitched. " They began 
at last to fall on one another*' — so he ended his history ; 
" and we have only now to wait for the morning to con- 
duct the lady home ; for those who are wandering about of 
that owl-squadron will doubtless hide themselves from the 
eye of day." While speaking, he had skilfully and care- 
fully arranged a couch of twigs and moss for Hildegardis ; 
and when the wearied one, after uttering some gentle 
words of gratitude, had sunk into a slumber, he began, as 
well as the darkness would allow, to bind up the wounds 
of his friend. During this anxious task, while the dark 
boughs of the trees murmured over their heads, and the 
rippling of the stream was heard from afar, Froda, in a 
low voice, made known to his brother in arms to the ser- 
vice of what lady he was bound. Edwald listened with 
deep attention ; but at last he said tenderly, " Trust me, 
the noble Princess Aslauga will not resent it, if you pledge 
yourself to this earthly beauty in faithful love. Ah ! even 
now doubtless you are shining in the dreams of Hildegar- 
dis, richly-gifted and happy knight ! I will not stand in 
your way with my vain wishes ; I see now clearly that she 
can never, never love me. Therefore I will this very day 
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hasten to the war which so many valiant knights of Ger- 
many are waging in the heathen land of Prussia ; and the 
black cross, which distinguishes them for warriors of the 
Church, I will lay as the best balm on my throbbing heart. 
Take, then, dear Froda, that fair hand which you have 
won in battle, and live henceforth a life of surpassing hap- 
piness and joy.'* 

" Edwald," said Froda, gravely, " this is the first time 
that I ever heard one word from your lips which a true 
knight could not fulfil. Do as it pleases you towards the 
fair and haughty Hildegardis; but Aslauga remains my 
mistress ever, and no other do I desire in life or death." 
The youth was startled by these stem words, and made no 
reply. Both, without saying more to each other, watched 
through the night in solemn thought. 

The next morning, when the rising sun shone brightly 
over the flowery plains around the Castle of Hildegardis, 
the watchman on the tower blew a joyful blast from his 
horn ; for his keen eye had distinguished far in the distance 
his fair lady, who was riding from the forest between her 
two deliverers; and from castle, town, and hamlet, came 
forth many a rejoicing train to assure themselves with their 
own eyes of the happy news. 

Hildegardis turned to Edwald with eyes sparkling 
through tears, and said, **Were it not for you, young 
knight, they might have sought long and vainly before 
they found the lost maiden or the noble Froda, who would 
now be lying in that dark cavern a bleeding and lifeless 
corse." Edwald bowed lowly in reply, but persevered in 
his wonted silence. It even seemed as though an unusual 
grief restrained the smile which ereWhile answered so rea- 
dily, in childlike sweetness, to every friendly word. 

The noble guardian of Hildegardis had, in the overflow- 
ing joy of his heart, prepared a sumptuous banquet, and 
invited all the knights and ladies present to attend it. 
Whilst Froda and Edwald, in all the brightness of their 
glory, were ascending the steps in the train of their rescued 
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lady, Edwald said to his friend, '^ Noble, stedfast knight, 
you can never love me more !" And as Froda looked in 
astonishment, he continued — "Thus it is when children 
presume to counsel heroes, however well they may mean 
it. Now have I offended grievously against you, and yet 
more against the noble Lady Aslauga.'' '' Because you 
would have plucked every flower of your own garden to 
gladden me with them?" said Froda: *'no; you are my 
gentle brother in arms now, as heretofore, dear Edchen, 
and are perhaps become yet dearer to me." 

Then Edwald smiled again in silent contentment, like 
a flower after the morning showers of May. 

The eyes of Hildegardis glanced mildly and kindly on 
him, and she often conversed graciously with him, while, on 
the other hand, since yesterday, a reverential awe seemed 
to separate her from Froda. But Edwald also was much 
altered. However he welcomed with modest joy the fa- 
vour of his lady, it yet seemed as if some barrier were 
between them which forbade him to entertain the most 
distant hope of successful love. 

It chanced that a noble count, from the court of the 
Emperor, was announced, who being bound on an import- 
ant embassy, had wished to pay his respects to the lady 
Hildegardis by the way. She received him gladly ; and as 
soon as the first salutations were over, he said, looking at 
her and at Edwald, *' I know not if my good fortune may 
not have brought me hither to a very joyful festivity. That 
would be right welcome news to the Emperor my master." 
Hildegardis and Edwald were lovely to look upon in their 
blushes and confusion; but the count, perceiving at once 
that he had been too^ hasty, inclined himself respectfully 
towards the young knight, and said, " Pardon me, noble 
Duke Edwald, my too great forwardness ; but I know the 
wish of my sovereign, and the hope to find it already ful- 
filled prompted my tongue to speak," All eyes were fixed 
inquiringly on the young hero, who answered, in graceful 
confusion, " It is true ; the Emperor, when I was last in 
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his camp, through his undeserved favour, raised me to the 
rank of a duke. It was my good fortune, that in an en- 
counter, some of the enemy's horse, who had dared to as- 
sault the sacred person of the Emperor, dispersed and fled 
on my approach." The count then, at the request of Hil- 
degardis, related every circumstance of the heroic deed ; 
and it appeared that Edwald had not only rescued the 
Emperor from the most imminent peril, but also, with the 
cool and daring skill of a general, had gained the victory 
which decided the event of the war. 

Surprise at first sealed the lips of all ; and even before 
their congratulations could begin, Hildegardis had turned 
towards Edwald, and said in a low voice, which yet, in 
that silence, was clearly heard by all, " The noble count 
has made known the wish of my imperial uncle ; and I con- 
ceal it no longer, my own heart's wish is the same : — I am 
Duke Edwald*s bride." And with that she extended to 
him her fair right hand; and all present waited only till he 
should take it, before they burst into a shout of congratula- 
tion. But Edwald forbore to do so ; he only sunk on one 
knee before his lady, saying, " God forbid that the lofty 
Hildegardis should ever recall a word spoken solemnly to 
noble knights and dames. 'To no vanquished knight,' 
you said, ' might the hand of the Emperor's niece belong' 
— and behold there Froda the noble Danish knight, my 
conqueror." Hildegardis, with a slight blush, turned has- 
tily away, hiding her eyes; and as Edwald arose, it seemed 
as though there were a tear upon his cheek. 

In his clanging armour Froda advanced to the middle 
of the hall, exclaiming, " I declare my late victory over 
Duke Edwald to have been the chance of fortune, and I 
challenge the noble I:night to meet me again to-morrow in 
the lists." 

At the same time he threw his iron gauntlet ringing 
on the pavement. 

But Edwald moved not to take it up. On the con- 
trary, a glow of lofty anger was on his cheeks, and his eyes 
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Sparkled with indignation, so that his friend would hardly 
have recognised him ; and after a silence he spoke : 

" Noble Sir Froda, if I have ever offended you, we are 
now even. How durst you, a warrior gloriously wounded 
by two sword-strokes, challenge a man unhurt into the 
lists to-morrow, if you did not despise him V* 

" Forgive me, Duke Edwald," answered Froda, some- 
what abashed, but with cheerfulness ; '^ I have spoken too 
boldly : not till I am completely cured do I call you to the 
field." 

Then Edwald took up the gauntlet joyfully : he knelt 
once more before Hildegardis, who, turning away her face, 
gave him her fair hand to kiss, and walked, with his arm in 
that of his noble Danish friend, out of the hall. 



CHAPTER VII. 

While Froda's wounds were healing, Edwald would some- 
times wander, when the shades of evening fell dark and 
silent around, on the flowery terraces beneath the windows 
of Hildegardis, and sing pleasant little songs ; amongst 
others the following : — 

** Heal fast, heal fast, ye hero-woimds ; 
O knight, be quickly strong ; 

Beloved strife 

For fame and life, 
O tarry not too long !" 

But that one which the maidens of the castle loved best 
to learn from him was this ; and it was perhaps the long- 
est song that Edwald had ever sung in his whole life. 

" Would I on earth were lying, 
By noble hero slain ; 
So that love's gentle sighing 
Breath'd me to life again ! 
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Would I an emperor were, 

Of wealth and power ! 
Would I were gathering twigs 

In woodland bower ! 

Would that, in lone seclusion 

I lived a hermit's life ! 
Would, amid wild confusion, 

I led the battle-strife ! 

O would the lot were mine. 

In bower or field, 
To which my lady fair 

Her smile would yield !'' 

:his time it happened, that a man, who held himself 
3ry wise, and who filled the ofiice of secretary to the 
uardian of Hildegardis, came to the two knightly 
to propose a scheme to them. His proposal, in few 
was this, that as Froda conld gain no advantage 
is victory, he might in the approaching combat 
imself to be thrown from his steed, and thus secure 
y for his comrade, at the same time fulfilling the 
' the emperor, which might turn to his advantage 
5r in many ways, 

this the two friends at first laughed heartily ; but 
'oda advanced gravely towards the secretary, and 
Thou trifler, doubtless the old duke would drive 
m his service did he know of thy folly, and teach 
talk of the emperor. Good night, worthy sir ; and 
8 that when Edwald and I meet each other, it will 

all our heart and strength." 

secretary hastened out of the room with all speed, 
3 seen next morning to look unusually pale. 

1 after this, Froda recovered from his wounds ; the 

vas again prepared as before, but crowded by a still 

number of spectators ; and in the freshness of a 
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dewy morning the two knightl advanced solemnly toge- 
ther to the combat. 

" Beloved Edwald," said Froda, in a low voice, as they 
went, '^ take good heed to yourself, for neither this time 
can the victory be your8,^-on that rose-coloured cloud ap- 
pears Aslauga.'' 

'' It may be so," answered Edwald with a quiet smile ; 
'< but under the arches of that golden bower shines Hilde- 
gardis, and this time she has not been waited for.'' 

The knights took their placesy-^the trumpets sounded, 
the course began, and Froda's prophecy seemed to be near 
its fulfilment, for Edwald staggered under the stroke of his 
lance, so that he let go the bridle^ seized the mane with 
both hands, and thus hardly recovered his seat, whilst his 
high-mettled snow-white steed bore him wildly around the 
lists without control. Hildegardis also seemed to shrink 
at this sight ; but the youth at length reined-in his steed, 
and the second course was run. 

Froda shot like lightning along the plain, and it seemed 
as if the success of the young duke were How hopeless ; but 
in the shock of their meeting, the bold Danish steed reared, 
starting aside as if in fear; the rider staggered, his stroke 
passed harmless by, and both steed and knight fell clang- 
ing to the ground before the stedfast spear of Edwald, and 
lay motionless upon the field. 

Edwald did now as Froda had done before. In knightly 
wise he stood still awhile upon the spot, as if waiting to see 
whether any other adversary were there to dispute his vic- 
tory ; then he sprang from his steed, and flew to the assist- 
ance of his fallen friend. 

He strove with all his might to release him from the 
weight of his horse ; and presently Froda came to himself, 
rose on his feet, and raised up his charger also. Then 
he lifted up his vizor, and greeted his conqueror with a 
friendly smile, though his countenance was pale. The vic- 
tor bowed humbly, almost timidly, and said, ** You, my 
knight, overthrown — and by me! I understand it not." 



aslauoa's knight. 37 

" It was her own will," answered Froda, smiling. 
*' C6me now to your gentle bride." 

The multitude around shouted aloud, each lady and 
knight bowed low, when the aged duke pointed out to them 
the lovely pair, and at his bidding, the betrothed, with soft 
blushes, embraced each other beneath the green garlands 
of the golden bower. . 

That very day were they solemnly united in the chapel 
of the castle, for so had Froda earnestly desired : a journey 
into a far-distant land, he said, lay before him, and much 
he wished to celebrate the marriage of his friend before his 
departure. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The torches were burning clear in the vaulted halls of the 
castle, Hildegardis had just left the arm of her lover to 
begin a stately dance of ceremony with the aged duke, 
when Edwald beckoned to his companion, and they went 
forth together into the moonlit gardens of the castle. 

" Ah, Froda, my noble lofty hero," exclaimed Edwald 
after a silence, " were you as happy as I am ! But your 
eyes rest gravely and thoughtfully on the ground, or kindle 
almost impatiently heavenwards. It would be dreadful, 
indeed, had the secret wish of your heart been to win Hil- 
degardis, — and I, foolish boy, so strangely favoured, had 
stood in your way." 

"Be at rest, Edchen," answered the Danish hero with 
a smile. " On the word of a knight, my thoughts and 
yearnings concern not your fair Hildegardis. Far brighter 
than ever does Aslauga's radiant image shine into my 
heart : but now hear what I am going to relate to you. 

"At the very moment when we met together in the course 
— oh, had I words to express it to you ! — I was enwrapped, 
encircled, dazzled by Aslauga's golden tresses, which were 
waving all around me. Even my noble steed must have 
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beheld the apparition, for I felt him start and rear under 
me. I saw you no more, — ^the world no more, — I saw 
only the angel-face of Aslauga close before me, smiling, 
blooming like a flower in a sea of sunshine which floated 
round her. My senses failed me. Not till you raised me 
from beneath my horse, did my consciousness return, and 
then I knew, with exceeding joy, that her own gracious 
pleasure had struck me down. But I felt a strange weari- 
ness, far greater than my fall alone could have caused, and 
I felt assured at the same time that my lady was about to 
send me on a far-distant mission. I hastened to repose my- 
self in my chamber, and a deep sleep immediately fell upon 
me. Then came Aslauga in a dream to me, more royally 
adorned than ever ; she placed herself at the head of my 
couch, and said, ' Haste to array thyself in all the splendour 
of thy silver armour, for thou art not the wedding-guest 
alone, thou art also the — ' 

'^ And before she could speak the word, my dream had 
melted away, and I felt a longing desire to fulfil her graci- 
ous command, and rejoiced in my heart. But in the midst 
of the festival, I seemed to myself more lonely than in all 
my life before, and I cannot cease to ponder what that un- 
spoken word of my lady could be intended to announce." 

" You are of a far loftier spirit than I am, Froda," said 
Edwald after a silence, " and I cannot soar with you into 
the sphere of your joys. But tell me, has it never awak- 
ened a deep pang within you that you serve a lady so 
withdrawn from you — alas! a lady, who is almost ever 
invisible V ^ 

" No, Edwald, not so," answered Froda, his eyes spark- 
ling with happiness. " For well I know that she scorns 
not my service ; she has even deigned sometimes to ap- 
pear to me. Oh, I am in truth a happy knight and 
minstrel !" 

** And yet your silence to-day, — your troubled yearn- 
ings ?" 

^' Not troubled, dear Edchen ; only so heartfelt, so fer- 
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rent in the depth of my heart, — and so strangely mysteri- 
ous to myself withal. But this, with all belonging to me, 
springs alike from the words and commands of Aslauga. 
How, then, can it be otherwise than something good and 
fair, and tending to a high and noble aim ?" 

A squire, who had hastened after them, announced that 
the knightly bridegroom was expected for the torch-dance ; 
and as they returned, Edwald entreated his inend to take 
his place in the solemn dance next to him and Hildegar- 
dis. Froda inclined his head in token of friendly assent. 

The horns and hautboys had already sounded their so- 
lemn invitation ; Edwald hastened to give his hand to his 
fair bride ; and while he advanced with her to the midst of 
the stately hall, Froda offered his hand for the torch-dance 
to a noble lady who stood the nearest to him, without far- 
ther observing her, and took with her the next place to the 
wedded pair. 

But how was it when a light began to beam from his 
companion, before which the torch in his left hand lost all 
its brightness ? Hardly dared he, in sweet and trembling 
hope, to raise his eyes to the lady ; and when at last he 
ventured, all his boldest wishes and longings were fulfilled.* 
Adorned with a radiant bridal crown of emeralds, Aslauga 
moved in solemn loveliness beside him, and beamed on 
him from amid the sunny light of her golden hair, blessing 
him with her heavenly countenance. The amazed specta- 
tors could not withdraw their eyes from the mysterious 
pair, — the knight in ^s light silver mail, with the torch 
raised on high in his hand, earnest and joyful, moving with 
a measured step, as if engaged in a ceremony of deep and 
myterious meaning. His lady beside him, rather floating 
than dancing, beaming light from her golden hair, so that 

1 See the Baron de la Motte Fouqn^'s Waldemar — 

" Let none henceforward shrink from daring dreams, 
For earnest hearts shall find their dreams fulfilled.** 
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you would have thought the day was shining into the 
night ; and when a look could reach through all the sur- 
rounding splendour to her face, rejoicing heart and sense 
with the unspeakably sweet smile of her eyes and lips. 

Near the end of ^e dance, she inclined towards Froda, 
and whispered to him with an air of tender confidence, 
and with the last sound of the horns and hautboys she had 
disappeared. 

The most curious spectator dared not question Froda 
about his partner. Hildegardis did not seem to have been 
conscious of her presence; but shortly before the end of 
the festival, Edwald approached his friend, and asked in 
a whisper, " Was it V 

" Yes, dear youth," answered Froda ; " your marriage- 
dance has been honoured by the presence of the most ex- 
alted beauty which has been ever beheld in any land. Ah ! 
and if I rightly understood her meaning, you will never 
more see me stand sighing and gazing upon the ground. 
But hardly dare I hope it. Now good night, dear Edchen, 
good night. As soon as I may, I will tell you all." 



CHAPTER IX. 

The light and joyous dreams of morning still played round 
Edwald 's head, when it seemed as though a clear light 
encompassed him. He remembered Aslauga ; but it was 
Froda, the golden locks of whose helmet shone now with 
no less sunny brightness than the flowing hair of his lady. 
** Ah !" thought Edwald in his dream, " how beautiful has 
my dear brother-in-arms become !" And Froda said to 
him, " I will sing something to you, Edchen ; but softly, 
softly, so that it may not awaken Hildegardis. Listen 
to me. 

She glided in, bright as the day, 
There where her knight in slumber lay ; 
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And in her lily hand was seen 
A band that seemed of the moonlight sheen. 
* We are one/ she sang, as about his hair 
She twined it, and over her tresses £edr. 
Beneath them the world lay dark and drear : 
But he felt the touch of her hand so dear. 
Uplifting him far above mortals' sight, 
While around him were shed her locks of light, 
Till a garden fair lay about him spread — 
And this was Paradise, angels said.'' 

"Never in your life did you sing so sweetly," said the 
dreaming Edwald. 

" That may well be, Edchen/' said Froda, with a smile, 
and vanished. 

But Edwald dreamed on and on, and many other 
visions passed before him, all of a pleasing kind, although 
he could not recall them, when, in the full light of morning, 
he unclosed his eyes with a smile. Froda alone, and his 
mysterious song, stood clear in his memory. He now 
knew full well that his friend was dead ; but the thought 
gave him no pain, for he felt sure that the pure spirit of 
that minstrel-warrior could only find its proper joy in the 
gardens of Paradise, and in blissful solace with the lofty 
spirits of the ancient times. He glided softly from the side 
of the sleeping Hildegardis to the chamber of the departed. 
He lay upon his bed of rest, almost as beautiful as he had 
appeared in the dream, and his golden helmet was en- 
twined with a wondrously-shining lock of hair. Then Ed- 
wald made a fair and shady grave in consecrated ground, 
summoned the chaplain of the castle, and with his assist- 
ance laid his beloved Froda therein. 

He came back just as Hijdegardis awoke ; she beheld, 
with wonder and humility, his mien of chastened joy, and 
asked him whither he had been so early; to which he 
replied, with a smile, " I have just buried the corpse of 
my dearly-loved Froda, who, this very night, has passed 
away to his golden-haired mistress.'' Then he related the 
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whole history of Aelanga'B Knight, and lived on in sub- 
dued, nnruffled happiueu, though for some time he wu 
even more silent and thoughtM than before. He nai 
often found ritdng on the grare of his ^snd, and singing 
the following song to hia lute : — 

Listening to eekttial ]a.jt, 
Ben^ng thy nnclonded gaie 
On the pnre and living li^t, 
ThoQ art blest, Askaga'a Knight I 

Send ni from thy bower on high 
Many an angel-melody, 
Many a Tinon soft and bright, 
Aalanga'i dear and bithful Knight 1 
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